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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ING Edward IV. 
Edward, Prince of Wales, afteravards } Sons to Ed. 
Richard, Duke of Vork. Edward V. a ward IV. 
George, Dube of Clarence, Brother to Edward IV. 
Richard, Dake of Gloceſter, Brother to Edward IV 

afterwards King Richard III. 

Cardinal, Archbiſhop of York: 

Duke of Buckingham, 

Duke of Norfolk. 

Earl of Derby. _ 

Earl of Surrey. 

Marquis of Dorſet, Son to the Ducen, 
Earl Rivers, Brother to the Queen. 
Lord Gray. | 1 

Earl Richmond, afterwards King Henry VII. 
Biſhop of Ely. ; 

Lord Haſtings. 

Sir Rd. Ratcliff, 

Lord Lovel, Friends to the Duke Gloceſter. 
. : | 

Sir James Tyrrel, a Villain. 

Sir William Stanley. 

Earl of Oxford, 
pl Friends to the Earl of Richmond. 
Sir Wm. Brandon, } 

Brakenbury, Lieutenant of the Tower. 
Tewo Children of the Duke of Clarence. + 
Lord Mayor. | 15-30 


Queen of Edward IV. | 3 
Queen Margaret, Widow of Henry VI. | 
Anne, Widow of Edward Prince of Wales, Son to Hen- 

ry VI. afterwards married to the Duke of Gloceſter. 
Dutcheſs of York, Mother to Edward IV, Clarence, 


and Richard III. 


Sheriff, Purſuivant, Citizens, Ghoſts of thoſe murder'd 
by Richard III. auith Soldiers and other Attendants. 


The SCENE in ENGLAND. 


T H E 
LIFE and DEATH 
OF 


RICHARD III, Ge. 


A rl SEN. 
Enter Richard Duke of Glo'ſter, FR 


3 O W is the Winter of Our Diſcontent, | 
lade glorious Summer by this Sun of 


York: 
And all the Clouds that lord upon our 
8 Houle, 
Ker. In the deep Boſom of the Ocean bu- 
nces 1 yd. 


INow are our Brow: bound w. ith Viforious Wreaths, 
A bruiſed Arms hung up for Monuments; © 

/ur ſtern Alarums chang' d to merry Meetings; 

Cor dreadful Marches to delightful Meaſures. 

Prim viſag d War hath ſmooth'd his wrinkled F ront, a 
Ru now inſtead of mounting Barbed Seeds, 


Tg 
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To fright the Souls of fearful Adverſaries, 

He capers nimbly in a Lady's Chamber, 

To the laſcivious pleaſing of a Lute. 

But I, that am not ſhap'd for ſportive Tricks, 

Nor made to court an amorous Looking-glaſs, 

I, that am rudely ſtampt, and want Love's Majeſty, 


Jo ſtrut before a wanton ambling Nymph ; 


T, that am curtailed of this fair Proportion, 


Cheated of Feature by diſſembling Nature, 


Deform'd, unfiniſhed, ſent before my time 
Into this breathing World, ſcarce half made up, 


And that fo lamely and unfaſhionable, 


That Dogs bark at me, as I halt by them: 
Why I (in this weak piping time of Peace) 
Have no Delight to pais away the time, 
Unleſs to ſce my Shadow in the Sun, 

And deſcant on mine own Deformitv, 


And therefore, fince I cannot prove a Lover, 


To entertain theſe fair well-ſpoken Days, 


I am determined to prove a Villain, 
And hate the idle Pleaſures of theſe Days. 


Plots have I laid, Inductions dangerous, 

By drunken Propheſies, Libels, and Dreams, 
To ſet my Brother Clarence and the King 

In deadly hate, the one againſt the other: 

And if King Eduard be as true and juſt, 

As J am Subtle, Falſe and Treacherous, 

This Pay ſhould Clarence cloſely be mew'd up, 


Abaut a Propheſy, which ſays that G 


Of Edecard's Heirs the Murtherer ſhall be. 


Dive Thoughts down to my Soul, here Clarence comes, 


Enter Clarence guarded, and Brakenbury. 
Brother, good Day ; what means this armed Guard 
That waits upon your Grace? 

Cla. His Majeſty, tendring my Perſon's ſafety, 
Hath appointed this Conduct to convey me to th T. 

Glo. Upon what Caule ? . 

Cla. Becauſe my Name is George. 

G/», Alack, my Lord, that Fault is none of yours; 
He ſhould for that commit your Godfathers. 
O belike, his Majeſty hath ſome intent, 
That you ſhould be new Chriſten'd in the Tower, 


ily 
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But what's the Matter, C/arence, may T know ? 
Cla. Yea Richard, when I know but I proteſt 

As yet I do not; but as J can learn, 

He hearkens after Propheſies and Dreams, 

And from the Crois-row plucks the Letter C; 

And fays a Wizard told him, that by G, 

His Iſſue diſinherited ſhould be. | 

And for my Name of George begins with G, 

It follows in his Thought that I am he. 

Theſe, as I learn, and ſuch like Tors as theſe, 

Have mov'd his Highneſs to commit me now. 


Glo. Why this it is, when Men are ru!'d by Women, 


'Tis not the King that ſends you to the Toxwer 3 
My Lady Gray his Wife, Clarence, tis ſhe, 


That tempts him to this harſh Extremity. 


Was 1t not ſhe, and that good Man of Worſhip, 
Anthony Woodwil her Brother there, 
That made him ſend Lord Hafings to the Tower? 
From whence this Day he is delivered, 
We are not ſafe, Clarence we are not ſafe. 

Clar. By Heaven, I think there is no Man ſecure 


- But the Queens Kindred, and Knight-walking Heralds, 


That trudge betwixt the King and Miftreſs Shore. 


Heard you not what an humble Suppliant 


Lord Haſtings was for his Delivery ? 
61. Humbly complaining to her Deity, 
Got my Lerd Chamberlain his Liberty. 
Fl tell you what, I think it is our way, 
If we will keep in favour with the King, 
To be her Men, and wear her Livery : 
The jealous o'erworn Widow, and herſelf, 
Since that our Brother dub'd them Gentlewomen, 


Are mighty Goſſips in our Monarchy. 


Brak. I beſeech your Graces both to pardon me, 
His Majeſty hath ftraightly given in charge, 
That no Man ſhall have private Conference, 
Of what degree ſoever, with your Brother. 
6b. Even fo, and pleaſe your Worſhip Brakenbury / 
You-may partake of any thing we fay : 
We ſpeak no Treaſon, Man — we fay the King 
Is wiſe and virtuous, and his noble Queen 
Well ſtrook in Years, fair, and not jealous, 
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We ſay, that Shore's Wife hath a pretty Foot, 

A cherry Lip, a bonny Eye, a paſſing pleating Tongue, 
That the Queens Kindred are made Gentle-tolks, 

Ile lay you, Sir? Can you deny all this? 


Bra. With this, my Lord, myſelf have nought to do, 


G. Nought to do with Miſtreſs Shore ? 
tell the Fellow, he that doth nought with her, 
Excepting one, were beſt to do it ſecretly alone. 

Brak. What one, my Lord? 

Cle. Her Huſband, Knave---would'it thou betray me ? 
Draft. I do beſeech your Grace 
To pardon me, and withal forbear 
Your Conferences with the noble Duke, 


Cla. We know thy Charge, Brakenbury, and will obey, 


Glo. We are the Queen's Abjects, and muſt obey, 
Brother farewel, I will unto the King, 
And whatſoe'er you will employ me in, 
Were it.to call King Edward's Widow, Siſter, 
J will perform it to infranchiſe you, T 
Mean time, this deep diſgrace of Brotherhood, 
Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 
Clar. J know it pleaſeth neither of us well. 

Glo. Well, your Impriſonment ſhall not be long, 
J will deliver you, or elſe lye for you- 
Mean time have patience. 


Clar. I muſt perforce; farewel. [Ex. Bralk. Clar. 
Go. Go tread the path that thou ſhalt ne'er return: 


Simple plain Clarence. -I do love thee fo, 
That IW ill ſhortly ſend thy Soul to Heaven, 
If Heaven will take thee preſent at our Hands. 
But who comes here? the new delivered Haffings? 
Enter Lord Haſtings, 
Haſ?. Good time of day unto my gracious Lord. 
Glo. As much unto my good Lord Chamberlain: 
Weil are you welcome to this open Air, 
Huw ha:h your Lordſhip brook'd Imprifonment ? 


Eaft. With Patience, noble Lord, as Pritoners muſt: 


But 1 ſhall live, my Lord, to give them thanks 
That were the Cauſe of my Impriſonment. 
G/o, No doubt, no doubt, and ſo ſhall Clarence too, 
For they that were your Eremies are his, 
And have prevailed as much on him as you, 
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Hof. More pity, that the Eagles ſhould be mew'd 
Whiles Kites and Buzzards play at Liberty. 

_ Glo. What News abroad? | 

Haft. No News fo bad abroad as this at home: 
The King is ſickly, weak, and melancholy, | 
And his Phyſicians fear him mightily. 

Glo, Now by St. John, that news is bad indeed. 
O he hath kept an evil Diet long, 
And over-much conſum'd his Royal Peron : 
Tis very grievous to be thought en. 
Where is he, in his Bed? 

flaſt. He is. 

Glo. Go you before, and I will follow you. 

= Ei: Haſtings. 

He cannot live, I hope: and muſt not flieg : 
"Till George be pack d with poſt-horſe up to Heav'n. | 
Fil in to urge his hatred more to Clarence, 
Which lies well ſteel'd with weighty Arguments, 
And if I fail not in my deep intent, 
Clarence hath not another Day to live: 
Which done, God take King Edward to his Mater. 
And leave the World for me to buſtle in. 
For then, I'll marry Warawick's youngeſt Daughter: 
What tho' I kill'd her Husband, and her Father, 
The readieſt way to make the Wench amends, 
Is to become her Husband, and her Father : 


: The which will I, not all 10 much for Love, 


As for another ſecret cloſe intent, 

By marrying her, which I muſt reach unto, 

But yet I run before my Horſe to Market. 
Clarence ſtill breaths, Edward ſtill lives and reigns, 
When they are gone, then muſt I count my Gains. 


[ Exit, 
8 CE N 1 II. 


; Enter 8 Coarſe of Henry the Sixth, wuith Halberts 10 
1 guard it, Lady Anne being the Mourner, 


hs Set down, ſet down, your Sonora load, 
If Honour may be ſhrouded in a Herſe, 
Whilſt I a-while obſequioully lament 
Th e fall of virtuous Lancaſter, 


A 3 Poor 


8 The Life and Death 


Poor key-cold Figure of a holy King, 

Pale Aſhes of the Houſe of Lancaſter ; 

'Thon boundleſs Remnant of that Royal Blood, 

Be it law ful that I invocate thy Ghoſt, 

To hear the Lamentations of poor Anne, 

Wife to thy Edvard, to thy flaughter'd Son, 

Stab'd by the ſelf ſame hand that made theſe Wourde, 

o, in theſe Windows that let forth thy Life, 

I pour the helpleſs Balm of my poor Eyes. 

O curſed be the Hand that made theſe holes ! 

Curſed the Heart, that had the Heart to do it! 

Curſed the Blood, that let this Blood from hence, 

More direful hap betide that hated Wretch 

That makes us wretched by the death of thee, 

Than can I wiſh to Wolves, to Spiders, Toads, 

Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives, 

If ever he have Child, abortive be it, 

Prodigious, and untimely brought to light, 

Whole ugly and unnatural Aſpect, 

May fright the hopeful Mother at the view : 

And that be heir to his unhappineſs, 

If ever he have Wife, let her be made 

More miſerable by the Death of him, 

Than I am made by my young Lord, and thee. 

Come now towards Chert/ey with your Holy Lead, 

Taken from Paul's to be interred there. | 

And ſtill as you are weary of this weight, 

Reſt you, whiles I lament King Henry's Coarſe, 
Enter Richard Duke of Gloceſter. | 


GD. Stay you that bear the Coarſe, and ſet it down, 
Anne. What black Magician conjures up this Fiend, 


To flop devoted charitable Deeds ? 
Si. Villains, ſet down the Ccarſe; or by St. Paul, 
T'il make a Coarſe of him that diſobeys. 
Gen. My Lord, ſtand back, and let the Coffin paſs. 
Glo. Unmanner'd Dog, 8 
Stand thou when I command : 
Advance thy Halbert higher than my Breaft, 
Or by St. Paul, I'll ſtrike thee to my Foot, 
And ſpurn upon thee, Beggar, for thy boldneſs. 
Anne. What do you tremble ? are you all afraid? 
Alas, I blame you not, for you are mortal, 


Ard 


wn, 
end, 


ul, 
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Thou hadſt but Power over his mortal Body, 


of Ricuard HI. 
And mortal Eyes cannot endure the Devil, 
Avant, thou dreadful Miniſter of Hell: 


His Soul thou canſt not have; therefore be gone. 
Gh. Sweet Saint, for Charity be not ſo curſt. 
Anne, Foul Devil! 

For God's ſake hence, and trouble us not, 

For thou haſt made the happy Earth thy Hell: 

Pill'd it with curfing Cries, and deep Exclaims. 

If chou delight to view thy heinous Deeds, 

Behold this pattern of thy Butcheries. 


Oh Gentlemen! ſee! fee dead Henry's Wounds 


Open their congeal'd Mouths, and bleed afreſh. 
Bluſh, bluſh, thou lamp of faul Deformity z 
Fortis thy preſence that exhales this Blood 
From. cold. and empty Veins, where no. Blood dwells.. 
Thy Deeds inhuman, and unnatural, 
Provoke this Deiuge moſt unnatural. 
O God! which this Blood mad'it, revenge his Death! 
O Earth! which this Blood drink'ſt, revenge his Death. 
Either Heaven with Lightning ſirike the Murthirer 
[dead, 
Or Earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick, 
As thou dolt {waliow up this good King's Blood, 
Which his Hell-govern'd Arm hath butcher'd. 
Glo. Lady, you know no rules of Charity, 
V hich renders good for bad, Bleſlings for Curſes. 
Anne. Wiliain, thou know'it nor law of God nar 
[Man.;: 


No Beaſt ſo ferce, but knows ſome touch of Pity. 


Gh. But I know rg and therefore am no Beatt, 
Anne. O wonderful, when Devils tell the truth! 
Glo. More wonderful, when Angels are ſo angry 5 
Youchliale, divine Perfection cf a Woman, 
Of theſe ſuppoſed Crimes, to give me leave, 
By Circumſtante, but to acquit my felf. 
Anne. Vouchiate, difus'd infection. of a YNan,. 
Of theſe known Evils, but to give me. leave 
By Circumftance, to curſe thy. curied ſelf, 
Glo. Fairer than Tongue can name thee, let me have 
Some patient leiſure to excule my ſelſ. 
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Anne. Fouler than Heart can think thee, 
Thou canſt make no excuſe that will be currant, 
Unleſs thou hang thy ſelf. 
Glo. By ſuch deſpair, I ſhould accuſe my ſelf. 
Anne, And by deſpairing ſhalt thou ſtand excus'd, 
For doing worthy Vengeance on thy ſelf; 
That didit unworthy laughter upon others, 
Glo. Say, that I flew them not. 
Anne, Then ſay, they were not ſlain : 
But dead they are, and, deviliſh Slave, by thee, 
G:v. I did not kill your Husband. 
Anne. Why then he is alive. 
Glo. Nay, he is dead, and ſlain by Edward's Hand. 
Anne. In thy foul Throat thou ly'ſt, | 
8 Margaret ſaw | 
Thy murd'rous Falchion ſmoaking in his Blood: 
The which thou once didſt bend againſt her Breaſt, 
But that thy Brothers beat aſide the Point. 
Glo. I was provoked by her fland*rous Tongue, 
That laid her Guilt upon my guiltleſs Shoulders. 
Anne. Thou waſt provoked by thy bloody Mind, 
That never dream'ſt on ought but Butcheries ; 
Didſt thou not kill this King? 
Glo. J grant ye. N 
Anne, Doſt grant me, Hedge. Hog, 
Then God grant me too, 
Thou may ſt be damned for that wicked Deed: 
O he was gentle, mild and virtuous. 
Gl. The better for the King of Heav'n that hath him, 
Anne, He is in Heav'n, where thou ſhalt never come. 


Glo. Let him thank me that help to ſend him chi-. er, 


For he was fitter for that place than Earth. 
Arne, And thou unfit for any place but Hell. 
Glo, Yes one place elſe, if you will hear me name it. 
Anne. Some Dungeon. 
lo. Your Bed- chamber. 
Anne. 111 Reſt betide the Chamber where thou y eſt. 
Glo. So will it, Madam, till J lie with you, 
Anne. 1 hope ſo. 
Glo. I know ſo. But gentle Lady Anne, 
To leave this keen encaunter of our Wits, 
And fall ſomething into a flower method, : 
| 5 
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Is not the Cauſer of the timeleſs Deaths 
Of theſe Plantageneis, Henry and Edward, 
As *blameful as the Executioner? 
Anne. Thou waſt the Cauſe, and moſt accurſt effect: 
Glo. Your Beauty was the Cauſe of that effect: 
Your Beauty that did haunt me in my ſleep, 
To undertake the Death of all the World, 
So I might live one Hour in your ſweet Boſom. 
Anne. If I thought that, I tell thee, Homicide, 
Theſe Nails ſhould rend that Beauty from my Cheeks. 
Elo. Theſe Eyes could not endure that Beauty's wrack 
You ſhould no: blemiſh it, If I ſtood by; 
As all the World is cheer'd by the Sun, 
So I by that; it is my Day, my Life. [Life. 


Anne. Black night o'er-ſhade thy Day, and death TV 


Glo. Curſe not thy ſelf, fair Creature, 

Thou art both. 3 
Anne. I would I were, to be reveng'd on thee. 
Glo. It is a quarrel moſt unnatural, 

To be reveng'd on him that loveth thee. 

Anne. It is a quarrel juſt and reaſonable, 

To be reveng'd on him that kilPd my Husband, 

Glo. He that bereft thee, Lady, of thy Huzband, 

Did it to help thee to a better Husband. 

Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the E 
Glo, He lives, that loves thee better than he could, 
Anne. Name him. N 
6%. Plantagenct. | | 
Anne, Why that was he. 

G!o, The ſelf- ſame N dame, but one of better Nature. 
Anne. Where is he? 


C/o, Here: (be ſpits at him, 


Why dott thou ſpit at me? 
rae. Would it were mattal Poifon for thy fake. 
Go. Never came Poiſon from io ſweet a Place. 
Anne. Never hung Poiſon on a fouler 1 'ad. 
Oat of my Sight, thou doſt miect mine Ryes. 


Glo. Tbide Eyes, ſweet Lady, have infected mine. 


Aune. Would they were Bf! iſko to Arike thee dead. 


Glo. I would they were, That might die at once: 


For now they kill me with a living Death. 
T hole Eyes of taine from mine have drawn {alt Tears; 


Shan. 4 
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Sham'd their Aſpects with Store of childiſh Drops: 
Tie e Eyes, which never ſhed remorſeful Tear, 
No, when my Father Lark and Edward wept, 
To hear the piteous Moan that Rutland made, 
When black-tac'd Cord ſhook his Sword at him, 
Nor when thy Warlike Father, like a Child, 
Told the fad Story of my Father's Death, 
And twenty times made Pauſe to ſob and weep, 
That all the Standers-by had wet their Cheeks, 
Like Trees be-daſh'd with Rain: In that ſad time, 
My manly Eyes did ſcorn an humble Tear: 
And what theſe Sorrows could not thence exhale, 
Ihy Beauty hath, and made them blind with Weeping, 
I never ſued to Friend, nor Enemy ; 
My Tongue could never learn ſweet ſmoothing, Words; 
I} But now thy Beauty 1s propos'd my Fee, 
I} My proud Heart ſues, and prompts my Tongue to ſpeal:, 
1 [ She looks ſearnſully at tin, 
ll Teach not thy Lip ſuch Scorn, for it was made 
i} For Kiſhng Lady, not for ſuch Contempt, 
|| kf thy revengeful Heart cannot forgive, 
= Lo here I lend thee this ſharp- pointed Sword, 
i Which, if thou pleaſe to hide in this true Breaſt, 


e 


And let the Soul forth that adoreth thee, 
1 I lay it naked to the deadly Stroxe, 
| And humbly beg the Death upon my Knee. 

{ He lays 55 bis Breaſt open, [he offers at it <vith his Saus. 
Nay, do not paule, for I did kill King Heury; S BY 
But *twas thy Beauty that provok'd me. | 7 
N ay , now diipatch.. Twas J that Rabb'd young EA ar, i 
But 'twas thy heavenly Face that ſet me an, | 

[She alli the acer By 
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Take up the Sword again, or take up me. Im 
Anne. Ariſe, Piſſembler, though 1 wiſh thy Death, 
Iwill not be thy Executioner. 6 


Gh. Then bid me kill thyſelf and I will do it. 
Anne. I have already. | 
Gio. That was in thy Rage: 
Speak it again, and even. with thy Ward, | 
This Hand, which for thy 3 did kill thy Lors, 
Shall for thy Love, kill a far truer Leve; a 


Anne. 


To boch their Deaths ſhalt thou be acceſſary. 


. 
2 ra 2 
word, 


heath, 


% RICHARD III. 13 


Anne, I would I knew thy Heart, 
G/o. "Tis figured in my Tongue. 
Anne. 1 tear me, both are falſe. 

G9. Then never Man was true. 

Anne. Well, well, put up your Sword, 
Glo. Say then, my Peace is made, 
Anne. That ſhalt thou know hereafter, 
Glo. But ſhall I live in hope? ? 

Anne. All Men I hope live io. 

_ Glo. Vouchſafe to wear this Ring. 


Look how my Ring encompaſſeth thy Finger, 


Even ſo thy Breaſt incloſeth my poor Heart: 
Wear both of them, for both of them are thine. 
And if thy poor devoted Servant may * 
But beg one Favour at thy gracious Hand, 
Thou doſt confirm this Happineſs for ever. 
Anne. What is it ? 
Gl. That it may pleaſe you leave theſe ſad Deſigns 
To him that hath moſt cauſe to be a Mourner, 
And preſently repair to Crosby Houle : 
Where, after I have ſolemnly interr'd 
At Chertſey Monaſt'ry this noble King, 
And wet his Grave with my repentant Tears, 
f will with all expedient Duty ſee you. 
For divers unknown Reaſons, N beleech you, 
Grant me this Boon. 
Anne, With all my Heart, and much. it joys me too, 
To ſee you are become ſo penitent. 
Traſſel and Barley go along with. me. 
Glo. Bid me farewel, 
Anne, Tis more than you deſerve: 
But fince you teach me how to flatter you, 
Imagine I have ſaid farewel already. Z. tuo aui Anne: 
Gen. Towards Chertſey, Noble Lord? 


Glo. Now to Ihite-Friars, there attend my coming; 


Exit. Coarſe. 
Wag ever Waman i in this humour wood! 
Was ever Woman in this humour'd won? 
I'll have her---but I will not keep her long. 

What! I have kill'd.her Husband and his Father“ 
Ta fake her in her Heart $ extreameſt hate, 


With 
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With Curſes in her Mouth, Tears in her Eyes, 

The bleeding witneſs of my hatred by. 

Having God, her Conſcience, and theſe Bars againſt me, 
And no Friends to back my Suit withal, 

But the plain Devil and diſſembling Looks: 

An yet to win her,---All the World to nothing ! 
Ha! | 

Hath ſhe forgot already that brave Prince, 

Edward, her Lord, whom I ſome three Months ſince, 
Stabb'd im my angry mood at Texwksbury ? 


A {ſweeter and a lovelier Gentleman, 


Fram'd in the Prodigality of Nature, 

Young, Valiant, Wiſe, and no doubt, right Royal, 
The ipacious World cannot again afford, 

And will ſhe thus abaſe her Eyes on me, 

That crop: the Golden prime of this ſweet Prince, 
Ard made her Widow to her woful Bed? 

On me, whoſe All not equals Edward's Moiety ? 
On me, that ha't, and am miſhapen thus ? 

My Dakedom to a beggarly Denier, 

J do miſtake my Perſon all this while: 

Upon my Life ſhe finds, although I cannot, 

My ſelf to be a marv'lous proper Man. 

I' be at charges for a Looking-glaſs, 

And entertain a ſcore or two of I aylors, 

To ſtudy Faſhions to adorn my Body: 

Since I am crept in favour of myſelt, 

I will maintain it with {ome little Coft. 

But firſt T'il turn yon Fellow in his Grave, 

And then return lamenting to my Love, 

Stine out, fair Sun, 'till I have bought a Glaſs, 


That I may fee my Shadow as I pai, [Ext 


SCENR III. 


Enter the Queen, Lord Rivers, and Lord Gray. 


Riv, Have patience Madam, there is no doubt his Mic: 


Will ſoon recover his accuſtomed Health. 


T 


G/ 


| Gray. In that you brook it ill, it wakes him wor ſWho 


Therefore for God's fak2 entertan good Comfort, 
And cheer his Grace with quick and merry Eyes. 
Qucen. It he were dead, what would betide on me 


yg 
C. * 
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Gray. No other harm, but loſs of ſuch a Lord. 


Gray. The Heavens have bleſt you with a goodly Son 
To be your Comforter when he is gone. 
Queen. Ah! he is young, and his Minority 
Is put unto the Truſt of Richard Gloſter, 
A Man that loves not me, nor none of you. 
Riv. Is it concluded, he ſhall be Protector? 
Queen. It is determin'd, not concluded yet: 
But ſo it muſt be, if the King miſcarry. 
Enter. Buckingham and Derby. 

Gray. Here, come the Lords of Buckingham and Derby, 
Buck. Good time of Day unto your Royal Grace. 
Derby. God make you Majeſty joytul,as you have been, 
Queen. The Counteſs Richmond, good my Lord cf Derby, 

To your good Prayer will ſcarcely ſay, Amen; 

Yet Derby, notwichſtanding ſhe's your Wife, 

And loves not me, be you, good Lord aſſur'd, 

] hate not you for her proud Arrogance, 
Derby. I do beſeech you, either not believe 

The env1ous ſlanders of her falfe Accuſers : 

Or if ſhe be accus'd on true Report, ” 

Bear with her Weakneſs, which I think proceeds 

From wayward Sickneſs, and no grounded Malice. 
Queen. Saw you the King to Day, my Lord of Derby. 
Der. But now, the Duke of Buckingham and I 

Are come from viſiting his Majeſty, | 
Queen. What likelihood of his Amerdment, Lords? 
Buck. Madam, good hope, his Grace ſpeaks chearfully, 
Queen. God grant him health; did you confer with him. 
Buck, Ay, Madam, he deſires to make Attonement, 

Between the Duke of G/7fler and your Brothers, | 

And between them and my Lord Chamberlain; 

And ſent to warn them to his Royal Preſence. 

Queen. Would all were well but that will never be. 

| tear our happineſs is at the height. 


8 Al aie- Enter Glouceſter. 


Glo. They do me wrong, and I will not endure it, 


| Sort Who is it that complains unto the King, 


That I, forſooth, am ftern, and love them not ? 


4.8 By holy Paul, they love his Grace but lightly, 
u me! 3 That 
"> G1 a 25 


Nuten. The loſs of ſuch a Lord includes all harms, 
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That fill his Ears with ſuch diſſentious Rumors. 
Becauſe I cannot flatter, and look fair, 
Smile in Men's Faces, ſmooth, deceive and cop, 
Duck with French nods, and apiſh Courteſie, 
I muſt be held a rancorous Enemy. 
Cannot a plain Man live and think no . 
But thus his ſimple Truth muſt be abus'd 
With ſilken, ſly, inſinuating Jacks ? 
Gray. To whom in all this Preſence ſpealæs your Grace? 
Ge. To thee, that haſt nor Honeſty nor Grace: 
When have I inju1'd thee? when done thee wrong ? 
Or thee? or thee? or any of your Faction? 
A Plague npon you all. His Royal Grace, 
Whom God preſerve, better than you would wiſh, 
Cannot be quite ſcarce a breathing while, 
But you muſt trouble him with lewd Complaints. 
Queen. Brother of Go er, you miſtake the Matic: : 
The King on his own Royal Diſpoſition, 
And not provok'd by any Suitor elſe, 
Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred, 
That in your outward Action ſhews itſelf 
Againſt my Children, Brothers and my Self, 
Makes him to ſend, that he may learn the gronnd. 
60. J cannot tell the World is grown ſo bad, 

That Wrens make prey, where Eagles dare not Perch 
Since every Jack became a Gentleman, 
There's many a gentle Perſon made a Jack. [Gr. 
Queen. Come, come, we Know your meaning, Brother 
You envy my Advancement and my Friends, 

God grant we never may have. need of you. 

G/o. Mean time God: grants that I have need. of vob, 

Our Brother is impriſon cf by your means, 

Myſelf diſgrac'd, aud che Nobili ity 

Held in Contempt, while great Promotions 

Are daily given to enoble thoſe, 

That ſcarce, ſome two Days iince, were worth a No: 


REN 


Qucen. By him that rais'd me to this careful height, 


From that contented; hap which I enjoy d, 

J never did incenſe his Majeſty | 
Againſt the Duke of Clarence, but have been 
An earneſt Advocate to plead for him. 

My Lord, you do me ſhame fu. Injury . 
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Falſely to draw me in theſe vile Suſpects. 
Glo. You may deny, that you were not the mean 
Of my Lord Haft:ngs late Impriſonment. | 
Riv. She may, my Lord, for--- _ f 
Glo. She may, Lord Rivers, why who knows not fo? © 
She may do more, Sir, than denying that: 1 5 
She may help you to many fair Preferments, 
And then deny her aiding Hand therein, 
And lay thoſe Honours on your high deſert, 
What may ſhe not? ſhe may- -- ay marry may ſhe--- 
| Riv. What marry may ſhe? 
Gh. What marry may ſhe? marry with a King, 
A Batchelor, and a handſome Stripling too: 
I wis your Grandam had a worſer match, | 
Queen. My Lord of Gio ſter, J have too long born 
Your blunt Upbraidings, and your bitter Scoffs. 
By Heav'n I will acquaint his Majeſty, | 
Of thoſe groſs taunts, that oft I have endur'd, 
I had rather be a Country Servant Maid {| 
Than a great Queen with this Condition, | | 
To be lo baited, {corn'd and ſtorm'd at; 
Small joy have I in-being Exgland's Queen. 
Enter Queen Margaret. 


n 9. Mar. And leſſen'd be that imall, God I beſeech 

Thy Honour, State and Seat, is due to me. him 
by | GH. What! threat you me with telling of the King? 2 
MW T7 will avouch't in preſence of the King: f 


I dare adventure to be ſent to th' Tober. 
Lis time to ſpeak, 
„ WW My Pains are quite forgot. 
i 92. Mar. Out Devil! | 
I do remember them too well : * ji 
Thou killd'ſt my Husband Henry in the Tower, _ 4 
| And Edward, my poor Son at Tewkibury, #1 
'2 WF 65. Ere you were Queen, | 
nt, WW Ay, or your Husband King. 
l was a pack Horſe in his great Affairs; — 
A weeder out of his proud Adverſaries, = 
A liberal Rewarder of his Friends; 
To Royalize his Blood I ſpent mine own, 
Q. Mar. Ay, and much better Blood 
ly Than his or thine. | 
Gle. 
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Glo. In all which time, you and your Husband Gray 
Were factious for the Houſe of Lancaſter ; 
And Rivers, ſo were you; was not your Husband, 
In Margaret's Battle, at St. Albans lain? 
Let me pat in your Minds, it you forget, 
What you have been ere this, and what you are 
Withal, what I have been, and what I am. 

&. Mar. A murth'rous Villain, and ſo ſtill thou art. 

Co. Poor Clarence did ſorſake his Father Warm wick, 
Ay, and forſwore himſelf, which Jeſu pardon--- 

2. Mar. Which God revenge. 

Gl. To fight on Edward's party for the Crown, 
And for his meed, poor Lord, he is mewed up: 
I would to God my Heart were Flint, like Edward's, 
Or Edward's ſoft and pitiful, like mine; | 
I am too childiſh fooliſh for this World. 


9. Mar. Hie thee to Hell for ſhame, and leave this | 


Thu Cacodæmon, there thy Kingdom is, (World, 
Fi. My Lord of G/fter, in thoſe buſy Days, 
Which here you urge, to prove us Enemies, 
We follow'd then our Lord, our Sovereign King; 
So ſhould we you, if you ſhould be our King. 
Glo. If I ſhould be! I had rather be a Pedlar; 
Far be it from my Heart, the thought thereof, 
Qucen. As little Joy, my Lord, as you ſuppoſe 
Vu ſhould enjoy, were you this Country s King, 
As little Joy you may ſuppoſe in me, 
That I enjoy, being the Queen thereof. 
Q. Mar. A little Joy enjoys the Queen thereof; 
For J am ſhe, and altogether joy leſs. 
I can no longer hold me patient, 
Hear me, you wrangling Pyrates, that fall out 
In ſharing that which you have pill'd from me; 
Which of you trembles not that looks on me ? 
Tf not that I am Queen, you bow like Subjects; 
Vet that by you depos'd, you quake like Rebels, 
Ah gentle Villain do not turn away? 
G15. Foul wrinkl'd Witch, what mak ſt thou in mysigk. 
Q. Mar. But tepetition of what thou haſt marr'd, 
That will I make, before J let thee go. 
Gb. Wer't thou not baniſh'd on pain of Death ? 


Q. Mary. I was, but I do find more pain in Baniſnment 


Than Deach can yield me here by my abode, 
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A Husband and a Son thou ow'ſt to me, {To Glo- 
And thou a Kingdom, all of you Allegiance ; {To the Qu. 
This Sorrow that I have by Right is yours, 
And all the Pleaſures you uſurp are mine. 
Glo, The Curſe my noble Father laid on thee, 
When thou didft crown his warlike Brows with Paper, 
And with thy Scorns drew'ſt Rivers from his Eyes, 
And then to dry them, gav'ſt the Duke a Clout, 
Steep'd in the faultleſs Blood of pretty Rutland; 
His Curſes, then from bitterneſs of Soul 
Denounc'd again thee, are now fall'n upon thee; 
And God, not we, have plagu'd thy bloody Deed. 

Q. Mar. So juſt is God, to right the innocent. 

Haſt. O, twas the fouleſt Deed to flay that Babe, 


And the moſt mercileſs that e'er was heard of. 


Riv, Tyrants themſelves wept, when it was reported, 
Derſ. No Man but propheſied revenge for it. 
Buck. Northumberland, then preſent, wept to fee it. | 
9. Mar. What! were you ſnarling all before I came, 
Ready to catch each other by the Throat, | 
And turn, you all your hatred now on me? 
Did Jos dread Curie prevail ſo much with Heav'n, 
That Henry's Death, my lovely Zdward's Death, 
Their Kingdom's Loſs, my woful Baniſhment, 
Should all but aniwer for that peeviſh Brat? 
Can Curſes pierce the Clouds, and enter Heav'in? 
Why then give way, dull Clouds, to my quick Curſes, 
Though not by War, by Surfeit die your King, 
As ours by Murther to make him a King. 


Edward thy Son, that now is Prince of Wales, 


For Edward our Son, that was Prince of Wales, 
Die in his Youth, by like untimely Violence. 
Thyſelf a Queen, for me that was a Queen, 
Out-live thy Glory, like my wretched ſelf: 
Long may ſt thou live to wail thy Children's Death, 
And ſee another, as: I fee thee now, ©: 029 
Deck'd in thy Rights, as thou art ſtall'd in mine. 
Long die thy happy Days, before thy Death, 
And after many length'ned hours of Grief, 
Die, neither Mother, Wife, nor England's Queen. 
Rivers and Dor/et, you were Standers-by, 4 
; ITY: N 
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And fo waſt thou, Lord Haftings, when my Son ] 
Was ſtabb'd with bloody Daggers; God, I pray him, | 
That none of you may live his natural Age, T 
But be by ſome unlook'd-for Accident cut off. 0 

Glo. Have donethy Charm, thou hateful wither'd Hag. 
9, Mar. And leave out thee ? Stay Dog, for thou ſhalt 
If Heav'ns have any grievous Plague in ſtore, [hear me“ 

Exceeding thoſe that I can wiſh upon thee, 

O let them keep it, till thy Sins be ripe, 

And then hurl down their Indignation 

On thee, thou troubler of the poor World's peace, 

The Worm of Conſcience ſtill be-gnaw thy Seul, 

Thy Friends ſuſpect for 'Traitors while thou liv'ſt, 

And take deep Traitors for thy deareſt Friends - 

No ſleep cloſe up that deadly Eye of thine, 

Unleſs it be white ſome tormenting Dream 

Affright thee with a Hell of ugly Devils. 

Thou elviſh-markt, abortive rooting Hog, 

Thou that waſt ſeal'd in thy Nativity 

The Slave of Nature, and the Son of Hel! : 

T hou ſlander of thy heavy Mother's Womb, 

Thou loathed Iſſue of thy Father's Loins, 

Thou Rag of Honour, thou deteſted 
Glo. Margaret, 
9. Mar. Richard. 
Gh. Ha! 
Q. Mar. I call thee not. 
Go. I cry thee mercy then; for I did think 

That thou had'ſt call'd me all theſe bitter Names. 
9. Mar. Why ſo I did, but look'd for no reply. 

Oh let me make the Period to my Curſe, ; 
Glo. 'Tis done by me, and ends in Margaret. (elf, 
Queen. Thus have you breath'd your Curſe againſt your 
9. Mar. Poor painted Queen, vain flouriſh of my For- 

Why ſtrew'ſt thou Sugar on that Bottel'd Spider, {tune, 

Whoſe deadly web enſnareth thee about ? 

Fool, Fool, tliou whet'it a Knife to kill thy ſelf: 

The day will come that thou ſhalt wiſh for me, 

To help thee curſe this poyſonous Bunch-back d Toad, 
Haft. Falſe boading Woman, end thy frantick Cw, 

Teſt to thy harm thou move our Patience. 5 

2. Mar. Foul ſhame upon you, you have all mov'd my 
| | 1 Ki. 
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Ni. Were you well ſerv'd, you would be taught your Duty. 
9. Mar, To ſerve me well, you all ſhould do me Duty, 


Teach me to be your Queen, and you my Subjects : 
O ſerve me well, and teach your ſelves that Duty, 
Dor/. Diſpute not with her, ſhe is Lunatick, 


2. Mar. Peace, Maſter Marquiſs, you are malapert, 


Your fire- new ſtamp of Honour is ſcarce currant. 
O that your young Nobility can judge 
What *twere to loſe it, and be miſerable. 


They that ſtand high have many blaſts to ſhake them, 


And if they fall, they daſh themſelves to pieces. 


Glo. Good Council marry, learn it, learn it Marquiſs. 
Dor/. It touches you, my Lord, as much as me. 
G4. Ay, and much more; but I was born ſo high; 


Our airy buildeth in the Cedar's top, 
And dallies with the Wind, and ſcerns the Sun. 


9, Mar. And turns the Sun to ſhade ; alas! alas! 


Wimeſs my Son now in the ſhade of Death, 


Whoſe bright out-ſhining beams, thy cloudy Wrath 


Hath in eternal Darkneſs folded up, 
Your airy building in our airies Neſt ; 
O God, that ſeeſt it, do not ſuffer it, 
As it is won with Blood, loſt be it fo. 


Buck. Peace, peace for ſhame, if not for Charity. 
2 Mar. Urge neither Charity nor Shame to me ; 


Uncharitably with me have you dealt, 1 

And ſhamefully my hopes, by you, are butcher'd. 

My Charity is Outrage, Life my Shame, 

And in that Shame, ſtill live my Sorrow's rage. 
Buck. Have done, have done. | 


Te Mar. O Princely Buckingham, I'll kiſs thy Hand, 


In fign of League and Amity wich thee. 

Now fair befal thee and thy Nob'e Houſe ; 

Thy Garments are not fpotted with our Blood ; 

Nor thou within the compaſs of my Curſe. 
Buck, Nor no one here; for Curſes never paſs 

The Lips of thoſe that breathe them in the Air. 


2, Mar. I will not think but they aſcend the Sky, 


And there awake God's gentle ſleeping Peace. 
O Buckingham, take care of yonder Dog ; 

Look when he fawns he bites; and when he bites, 
His venom 1ooth will rankle to the Death; 


Have 
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Have not to do with him, beware of him, | 

Sin, Death and Hell have ſet their marks on him, 

And all their Miniſters attend on his. 

G/o. What doth ſhe ſay, my Lord of Buclingbam ? 

Buck, Nothing that I reſpect, my vracious Lord. 

Q. Mar. What, doſt thou ſcorn me for my gentle 
Counſel? | 

And footh the Devil that I warn thee from? 

O but remember this another Day; 0 5 

When he ſhall ſplit thy very Heart with Sorrow; 

And ſay poor Margaret was a Propheteſs. 

Live each of you the Subject to his hate, 

And he to yours, and ail of you to God's. Exil. 
Buck. My Hair doth ſtand an end to hear her Curſes, 
Riv. And fo doth mine: I mule why ſke'sat Liberty. 
Glo. I cannot blame her, by God's Holy Mother, 

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 

My part thereof, that J have done to her, 

Daorſ. J never did her any, to my knowledge. 
Glo. Yet you have all the vantage of her wrong: 

I was too hot, to do ſome Body good, 

That is too cold in thinking of it now: _ 

Marry, as for Clarence, he 1s well repay'd; 

He is frank'd up to fatting for his pains, 

God pardon them that are the cauſe thereof. 


Jo, 
Riv, A virtuous and a Chriſtian- like concluſion, 1 
To pray for them that have done ſcathe to us. 
Glo. So do I ever, being well advis d. [Aden 
For had I curſt now, | had curſt my ſelf. 
| Enter Catesby. | } 
Cateſ. Madam, his Majeſty doth call for you,? 
And for your Grace, and yours, my gracious Lord. 80 
Queen. Catesby, I come; Lords, will you go zy ith me? IT 


Riv. We wait upon your Grace. 
[Exeunt all but Glouceſter, Th 

G19. I do the wrong, and firſt begin to brawl. $0 
The ſecret Miſchief that I ſet a-broach, DE 
1 lay unto the grievous Charge of others. 
Clarence, whom I indeed have caſt in Darkneſs, 

I do beweep to many ſimple Gulls. Ar 
_ Namely to Derby, Haſtings, Buckingham, Ar 
And tell them, 'tis the Queen and her Allies 
That fur the King againſt the Duke my Brother. 


J. 
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Vos they believe it, and withal wet me 


To be reveng'd on Rivers, Dorſet, Gray. 
But then I ſigh, and with a piece of Scripture, 
Tell them that God bids us do good for evil: 
And thus I cloath my naked Villany 
With odd old Ends, ftoln forth of Holy Writ, 
And ſeem a Saint, when molt I play the Devil. 
Enter tavo Villains. 
But ſoft, here come my Executtoners ; 
How now my hardy ſtout reſolved Mates, 
Are you now going to diſpatch chis thing? 
1 Vil. We are, my Lord, and come to have the Warrant 
That we may be admitted, where he is. 
Glo. Well thought upon, I have it here about me: 
When you have done, repair to Crosby Place, 
But, Sirs, be ſudden in the Execution, 
Wichal obdurate, do not hear him plead ; 
For Clarence is well ſpoken, and, perhaps, 
May move your Hearts to pity, 1 11 you mark him. 
Vil. Tut, tut, my Lord, we will not ſtand to prate, 
Talkers are no good doers ; be aſſur'd, 
We go to ufe our Hands, and not our Tongues. 
Glo. Your Eyes drop Mill. ſtones, when Fools Eyes 
fall Tears. 
[ like you Lads, about your Buſineſs ſtraight. 
Co, go, diſpatch. 
Vil. We will, my noble Lord. [Excunt. 


SCEN E IV. 
| Enter Clarence and Keeper, 
Keep. Why looks your Grace ſo heavily to day? 
Cla. O I have paſt a miſerable Night, 
so full of fearful Dreams of ugly Sights, 
That, as I am a Chriſtian faithiul Man, 
| would not ſpend another ſuch a Night, 
Though *twere to buy a world of happy Days: 
do full of diſmal Terror was the time. 
Keep. What was your Dream, my Lord I pray you 
[tell me. 
Cle. Methoughts that I had broken from the 7. over, 
And was embark d to croſs to Burg, andy, 
And in my Company my Dro Ger. * ; 
| "IR 
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Who from my Cabin tempted me to walk 

Upon the Hatches. There we look'd toward F gland, 

And cited up a thouſand heavy Times, 

During the Wars of Voræ and Lancaſter. 

That had befal'n us. As he pac'd along 

Upon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 

Methough that G er ſtumbled, and in. falling 

Struck me, that thought to ſlay him, over-board, 

Into the tumbling Billows of the Main. 

O Lord, methought, what pain it was to drown ! 

What dreadful Noiſe of Waters in my Ears“ 

What fights of ugly Death within my Eyes! 

Methoughts, I ſaw a thouſand fearful Wracks; 

A thouſand Men that Fiſhes gnaw'd upon: 

Wedges of Gold, great Anchors, heaps of Pearl, 

Ineſtimable Stones, unvalued Jewels 

All ſcatter'd in the bottom of the Sea: 

Some lay in dead Mens Skulls, and in the holes 

Where Eyes did once inhabit, there were crept, 

As*twere in ſcorn of Eyes, reflecting Gems, 

That woo'd the ſlimy bottom of the Deep, 

And mock'd the dead Bones that lay ſ(catter'd by. 
Keep. Had you ſuch leiſure in the time of Death, 

To gaze upon the Secrets of the Deep? 

Clar. Methought I had, and often did I ſtrive 
To yield the Ghoſt ; but ſtill the envious Flood 
Stop'd in my Soul, and would not let it forth 
To find the empty, vaſt, and wandering Air ; 

But {mother'd it within my panting Bulk, 

Who almoſt burſt to belch it in the Sea. 

Keep. Awak'd you not in this ſore Agony? 
Clar. No, no, my Dream was lengthen'd after Life, 
O then began the Tempeſt to my Soul- 

I paſt, methought, the melancholy Flood, 

With that ſour Ferry-man which Poets write of, 
VUnto the Kingdom of perpetual Night, 

The firſt that there did greet my Stranger ſoul, 

Was my great Father-in-Law, renowned Varavicè, 
Who ipake aloud -———— What Scourge tor Perjury 
Can this dark Monarchy afford falſe Clarence? 

And io he vaniſh'd. Then came wand'ring by, 


A Shadow like an Angel, with bright Hair 
| | Dabblcd 
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Dabbled in Blood, and he ſhriek'd out aloud 


Clarence is come, fille; fleeting, perjur'd Clarence, 

That ſtabb'd me in the Field by Texwksbury ; 

Seize on him, Furies, take him unto Torment — 
With that, methought, a Legion of foul Fiends 

Inviron'd me, and howled in mine Ears 

Such heideous Cries, that with the very Noiſe, 

I, trembling, awak'd; and for a Seaſon after 

Could not believe but that I was in Hell- 

Such terrible Impreſſion made my Dream. 

Keep. No marvel, Lord, tho' it affrighted you, 
I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it. 

Clar. Ah Keeper, Keeper, I have done theſe * 
That now give evidence againſt my Soul, 

For Edroard's ſake; and ſee how he requites me. 
O God! if my deep Prayers cannot appeaſe thee, 
But thou wilt be aveng'd on my Miidceds, 
Yet execute thy Wrath on me alone: 
O ſpare my guiltleſs Wife, and my poor Children. 
Keeper, I prithee ſet by me a-while, 
My Soul is heavy, and I fain would ſleep. 
Kee). I will, my Lord, God give your Grace gcod reſt. 
Enter Brakenbury the Lieutenant. 

Brak, Sorrow breaks Seaſons and repoſing hours, 
Makes the Night Morning, and the Noon-tide Night's 
P.inces have but their Titles for their Glories, 

An outward Honour, for an inward Toil ; 
And for unfelt Imaginations, 
They often feel a world of reſtleſs Cares: 
So that between their Tities and low Name, 
There's nothing differs but the outward Fame, 
Enter two V Wat! NS. 
Fil. Ho, who's here? | | 
hey What would'ſt thou, Fel o ? And how cam'ſt 
thou hither? 

2 Fil. I would ſpeak with Clarence, and 1. came hi- 
ther on my Legs. 

Brak. What, ſo brief? 

i Fi}, Tis better, Sir, than to be tedious : 5 | 
Let him ſee our Commitiion, and tilk no more. 3 

Brak. 1 am in this commanded, to deliver [ Reads, | 

Ss The noble Duke of Clarence to your Hands. 
blci WE B 1 
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I will not Reaſon what is meant hereby, 
Becauſe I will be guiltleſs fiom the meaning. 
'There lies the Duke aſleep. and there the Keys: 
I'll to the King, and fignity to him, 
: 27 thus I have refign'd to you my charge. [Fx 
Vil. You may, Sir, 'tis a Pug of Wiidom: 
ks you well. 
2 Vil. What, ſhall we ſtab him as he fleeps ? 
1 Vil. No, he'll ſay *'twas done cowardly,when he wakes, 
2 Vil. Why he ſhall never wake, until the great Judg- Ml 
ment Day. on 
1 Vil. Why then he'll ſay we ſtabb'd kim ſleeping. c 
2 Vil. The urging of that word Judgment, hath bred 
a kind of Remorſe in me. 
1 Fil. What? art thou afraid? 
2 Vil. Not to kill him, having a Warrant. 
But to be damn'd for killing him, from the which 
No Warrant can defend me. 


1 Vil. J thought thou hadſt been reſolute, Cl 

2 Vil. So J am to let him live. 2 

I Vil. I'll back to the Duke of Ger and tell him 19. 25 

2 Vil. Nay, prithee ſtay a little: 17 

I hope this paſſionate Humour of mine will ene! ; Cl 
It was wont to hold me but while one tells twenty, ; 


1 Fil. How doſt thou fee! thyſelf now? Cl, 
2Vil.Some certain dregs of Conſcience are yet within! me. 17 

i Jil. Remember the Reward, when the Deeds done, Cla 

2 Vil. Come he dies: I had forgot the Reward. bur F 
1 Vil. Where's thy Conſcience now? _ Tho f. 

2 Vil. O, in the Duke of G///ter's Purſe. 

— When he opens his Purſe to give us our Rew ard, 
thy Conſcience flies out. [entertain it. 
2 Vil. "Tis no matter, let it go; there's few or none will 
1 Pil. What if it come to thee again? d th 
2 Vil. Fil not medd'e with it, it makes a mana Coward: herej 

A man cannot ſteal, but it accuſeth him; a Man cannot Wh /;/ 
ſwear but it checks him; a Man cannot lie with his 
Neighbours Wife, but it detects him. "I's a bluſhing 
ſhame-fac'd Spirit, that mutinies in a Man's Boſom : i: 
fills a Man full of "Obſtacles. It made me once reflore a 
Purle of Gold, that, by Chance, I found. It beggars any 
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Alan that keeps it. It is turn'd out of Towns and Cities 
Kor a dangerous thing, and every Man that means to live 
yell, endeavours te truit himſelf, and live without it. 


i Vil. Tis even now at my Elbow, , perſuading me not 


| to kill the Duke. 
2 Vil. Take the Devil in thy mind, and believe him 


pot: He would inſinuate with thee but to make thee ſiglr. 
I Vil. I am ſtrong fram'd, he cannot prevail with me. 
| 2 Vil. Spoke like a tall Man, that reſpects thy Reputa- 
Come ſhail we fall to wor lk ? tion, 
| 1 /i]. Take him on the Coſtard, with the hilt of thy 
Bord, and then throw him into the Malmſie- butt in the 
gert Room. 
2 Vil. O excellent Device, and make a 285 of him: 
1 Vil. Soft, he wakes, 

2 Vil. Strike. 
1 Yi]. No, we'll reaſon with him. 
Cla. Where art thou, Keeper? Give me a Cupof Wine, 
2 Vil. You ſhall have Wine enough, my Lord, anon, 
37 In God's Name What art thou? 

Vil, A Man, as you are. 
Char But not as 1 am, Reval.” 
1 Jil Nor you as we are, Loyal. 

Clar. Thy Voice is thunder, but thy Looks are humble. 
I Vil. My Voice is now the King's, my Looks mine own. 
Clar. How darkly, and how deadly doſt thou ſpeak 2 

bur Eyes do menace me: Why look vou pale? 


p 92 you hither ? wherefore do you come? 
Vil. To, to, to 


Car. To Murther me? 
Both. Ay, ay. 


lar. Vou ſcarcely have the Hearts to tell me ſo! 
d therefore cannot have the Hearts to do it. 
herein, my Friends, have I offended you? 

| Vil. Offended us you have not, but the King. 

lar, J ſhall be reconcil'd to him again. 

il. Never my Lord, therefore prepare to die. 
ar, Are you drawn forth among a World of Men, 
lay the innocent ? What's my Offence ? 
ere is the Evidence that doth accuſe me? 

a lawful Queſt have given their Verdict up 
dine frowning judge? Or who pronounc'd 
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The bitter Sentence of poor C/arence's Death? ha 
Before I be convict by courſe of Law, \ 
'To threaten me with Death, is moſt unlawful. A / 
J charge you, as you hope for any goodneſs, 60 
That you depart, and lay no Hands on me: FR 
The deed you undertake is damnable. 7 

i Vi. What we will do, we do upon command. Bleſt 

2 Vi] And he that hath commanded, is our King, | He li 
Clar. Erroneous Vaſſals, the great King of Kings Bid ( 
Hath 1n the Table of his Law commanded, + 
That Thou ſhalt do no Murther; Will you then [6] 
Spurn at his Edict, and fulfil a Man's? * 
Take heed, for he holds Vengeance in his Hand 7 


To hurl upon their Heads that break his Law. 


2 Vil. And that ſame Vengeance doth he hurl on thee 7 / 
For falſe ſwearing, and for Murther too: Ar 1 


Thou didſt receive the Sacrament, to fight That 
In quarrel of the Houſe of Lancaſter. 
I Fil. And like a Traitor to the name of God, 
Didſt break that Vow, and with thy treacherous blade, W 2 7 
Unrip'dſt the Bowels of thy Sovereign's Son. 
2 Fil. Whom thou waſt ſworn to cheriſh and defend. ro 8 
1 Vil. How canſt thou urge God's dreadful Law tous, And 
When thou haſt broke it in ſuch high degree ? 
Clar. Alas! for whoſe ſake did I that ill deed ? 081 


For Edward, for my Brother, for his ſake. rod 
He ſends you not to murther me for this : 1 
For in that ſin he is as deep as J. F.C} 
If God will be avenged for the deed, | Whic 
O know you yet, he doth it publickly, . Being 
Take not the quarrel from his powerful Arm: | If tw 
He needs no indirect, or lawleſs courſe, Won 
To cut off thoſe that have offended him. | E Wor 
1 Vil. Who made thee then a bloody Minifter, = 
When gallant {pringing brave P /antagenet, | C. 
That Prince) Novice, was ſtruck dead by thee ? My! 
Clar. My Brother's Love, the Devil, and my Rag 0, it 

1 Vil. Thy Brother's Love, our Duty, and thy Faul "Kg 
Provoke us hither now, to ſlaughter thee. . A be 
Clar, If you do love my Brother, hate not me: 21 


T am his Brother, and I love him well. 
If you are hir'd for meed, go back again, 
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And I will ſend you to my Brother G Her: 
Who ſhall reward you better for my Life, 
Than Edward will for tidings of my Death, 
2Vil. You aredeceiv'd, your Brother GYo'fter hatesyou, 
Clar. Oh no, he loves me, and he holds me dear: 
Go you to him frem me. 
1 Vil. Ay, ſo we will. 
Clar. Tell him, when that our princely Father Yer, 
Bleſt his three Sons with his victorious Arm, 
He little thought of this divided friendſhip: 
Bid Ger think on this, and he will weep. 
| 1/14. Ay, Milſtones; as he leſſon'd us to weep, 
Clar. O do not ſlander him, for he 1s kind, 
I Vil. Right, as Snow in Harveſt: 
Come, you deceive your ſelf, 5 
'Tis he that ſends us to deſtroy you here. 
Clar. It cannot be, for he bewept my Fortune, 
And hugg'd me in his Arms, and {wore with ſobs, 
That he would labour my Delivery. | 
1 Vi]. Why ſo he doth, when he delivers you 
From this Earth's thraldom, to the Joys of Heav'n. 
2 Vil. Make peace with God, for you muſt die, my Lord, 
Clar. Have you that holy feeling in your Souls, 
ad. To counſel me to make my peace with God, 
And are you yet to your own Souls fo blind, 
That you will War with God, by murd'ring me? 
O Sirs, conſider, they that ſet you on 
| To do this deed, will hate you for the deed. 
2 Vil. What ſhall we do? | 
| Clar. Relent, and fave your Souls : 11 
Which of you, if you were a Prince's Son, 1 
| Being pent from Liberty, as I am now, 
If two ſuch Murtherers as your ſelves came to you. 
Would not intreat for Life, as you would beg T 
Were you in my diſtreſs. 8 | 5 4 
1 Vil. Relent? no; 'tis cowardly and womaniſh. 
Clar. Not to relent, is beaſtly, ſavage, deviliſh. 
My Friend, I ſpy ſome pity in thy looks: 
O, if thine Eye be not a Flatterer, ö 
Come thou on my ſide, and intreat for me, | 
A begging Prince what Beggar pities not ? 4 
2/1], Look behind you, my Lord. 
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x Vil. Take that, and that; if all this will not do, 
(Stabes Pim 


I'll drown you in the Malmſey-Butt within. E N 
2 Vil. A bloody deed, and deſperately diſpatch: : '" Y 
How fain, like Pilate, would I waſh my Hand: 1 
Of this moit grievous Murther. | A 

Enter firſt Villain, 
1 Yil. How now ? what mean'ſt thou that thou hebH © 

me not? 
By Heav'n, the Duke ſhall know how ſlack you've been 

2 Vil. JI would he knew, that I had ſav'd his Brother 
Take thou the Fee, and tell him what I ſay, my 
For I repent me that the Duke is ſlain, 87 _ 
1 Vil. So do not I; go Coward as thou art, : 
Well, I'll go hide the Body in ſome hole, = Bu 
Till that the Duke give order for his Burial : An 
And when I have my Meed, I will away ; SE 
For this will out, and then I muſt not ſtay. (Exit oy 
ee tet oe r & u r ee eo m r . 
ACT Hl. SCENE . An 
| De. 
Fhurih, Enter King Edward fick, the Queen, Dore ke 


Rivers, Haſtings, Cateſby, Buckingham, and Woodril 


X. Ed. TH ſo. now have I done a good days work 
You Peers continue this united League 

J every Day expect an Embaſſage 

From my Redeemer, to redeem me hence 

And more in peace my Soul ſhall part to Heav'n, 

Since I have made my Friends at peace on Eart}: ; 

Haſtings and Rivers, take each others hand, 

Diſſemble not your Hatred, ſwear your Love. 

Riv. By Heav'n,my Soul i5purg'd from grudging it 
And with my Hand I i2a! mv true Heart's Love. 
Haß. So thrive J, as I truly ſwear the like. 

X. Ed. Take heed you Cally not before the King. 
Left ke that is the ſupream King of Eings, 
Confound your hidden fafſhood, and award 
Either of you to be the others end. 

Haft. So proſper J, as I ſwear perfect Love, 

Riv. And I, as 1 love Hastings with my Heart. 
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K. Ed, Madam, yourſelf is not exempt from this, 
Nor you Son Dorſet, Buckingham nor you; 
I You have been factious one againſt the other. 
| Wife, love Lord Haſtings, let him kiſs your Hand, 
And what you do, do it unfeignediy. 
Queen. 1 There Ho/tings, J will never more remember 
Our former hatred, ſo thrive I and mine. 


N K. Ed. Dorſet, embrace him: Haſtings, love Lal 
| . 
. | Dor. 'T'bis interchange of Love, I here proteſt, 


Upon my part, ſhall be inviolable, 
Haft. And ſo ſwear I. 
K. Ed. NowPrincely Buckingham, ſeal thou this League | 
With thy Embracements to my Wife's Allies, 
And make me happy in your Unity. 
Buc, Whenever Buckingham doth turn his hate 
Upon your Grace, but with all duteous Love, [Io the W- 
Doth cheriſh you and yours, God puniſh me 
With hate in thoſe where I expect mult love; 
When I have molt need to imploy a Friend. 4: 
And moſt aſſured that he is a Friend, mt 
Deep, hollow, treacherous and full of guile, ; 
Pe he unto me; this do I beg of Heaven, 
When J am cold in love, to you or yours. 
[Embracing Rivers, Oc. 
K. Ed. A pleaſi ing Cordial, Princely Buckingham, Þ 
Is this thy Vow unto my fickly Heart. | 1 
There wanteth now our Brother G49 fer here, 1 
To make the bleſſed Period of this Peace. 119 
a Buc. And in good time, 
Here comes Sir Richard Ratct; F and the Duke. 
Enter Rateliff and Glo'ſter. 
Glo. Good morrow to my Sovereign King and Queen, of 
And Princely Peers, a happy time of day. 1641 
K. Ed. Happy indeed, as we have ſpent the Day: |. Il 
G/fter, we have done deeds of Charity, = 
Made Peace of Enmity, fair love cf hate, 
Between theſe ſwelling wrong-incenſed Peers. ml 
Gi, A bleſſed Labour, my moſt ſovereign Lord: 
| Among, this Frincely heap, if any here M4 
| By falſe Intelligence, or wrong Surmiſe } 
Hold me a. Foe : 444 unwillingly, 0 or in my Rage, 
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lave ought committed that is hardly born, 
'To any in this Preſence, I deſire 
10 reconcile me to his Friendly Peace: 
"tis Death to me to be at Enmity ; 
1 hate it, and deſire all good Mens love. 
Firſt, Madam, I intreat true Peace of you, 
Which I will purchaſe with my duteous Service, 
Of you my noble Couſin Buckingham, 
It ever any grudge were lodg'd between us. 
Of you, and you, Lord Rivers and of Dor/et, 
That all without deſert have frown'd on me: 
Ot you Lord HMoodwil, and Lord Scales of you, 
Dukes, Earls, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed of all. 
I do not know that Exgliſeman alive, 
With whom my Soul 1s any jot at odds, 
More than the Infant that 1s born to Night; 
I thank my God for my Humility,  —- 
Queen. A Holy-day ſhall this be kept hereafter; 
I would to God all ſtrifes were well compounded, 
My Sovereign Lord, I do beſeech your Highneſs 
To take our Brother Clarence to your Grace. 
Glo. Why, Madam, have I offer'd Love for this, 
To be ſo flouted in this Royal Preſence ? 
Who knows not that the gentle Duke is dead? 
| 8 [They all fart. 
You do him Injury to ſcorn his Coarſe, 
K. Ed. Who knows not he is dead! 
Who knows he 1s? 
Qzcen. All-ſeeing Heav'n what a World is this? 
Buc, Look I ſo pale, Lord Dorſet, as the reſt? 
Der. Ay, my good Lord; and no Man in the preſence 
But his red Colour hath forſook his Cheeks, 
K. Ed. Is Clarence dead! the Order was revers'd, 
Glo. But he, poor Man, by your firſt Order died, 
And that a winged Mercury did bear: 
Some tardy Cripple bear the Countermand, 
That came to lag to fee him buried, 
God grant, that ſome leſs Noble, and leſs Loyal, 
Nearer in bloody Thoughts, and not in Blood, 
Deſerve no worſe than wretched C/arezce did, 
And yet go current from ſuſpicion, | 
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Enter Earl of Derby. 
Der. A boon, my Sovereign, for my Service done. 
K. Ed. I prithee peace, my Soul is full of Sorrow. 
Der. I will not rife, unleſs your Highneſs hear me. 
K. Ed. Then ſay at once, what is it thou requeſt'ſt. 
Der. The forfeit, Sovereign, of my Servant's Life, 
Who ſlew to day a riotous Gentleman, | 
K Ed. Have I a Tongue to doom my Brother's Death; 
And ſhall that Tongue give pardon to a Slave ? 
My Brother kill'd no Man, his Fault was Thought, 
And yet his Puniſhment was bitter Death. 
Who ſued to me for him? Who, in my wrath, 
Kneel'd at my Feet ; and bid me be advis'd ? 
Who ſpoke of Brotherhoed ? who ſpoke in love? 
Who told me, how the poor Soul did forſake 
The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me! 
Who told me in the field at Tewksbury, 
When Oxford had me down, he reſcued me? 
And faid, dear Brother live and be a King ? 
Who told me, Wen we both lay in the Field, 
Frozen almoſt to death, how he d lap me 
Even in his Garments, and did give himſelf, 
All thin and naked, to the numb cold Night? 
All this from my Remembrance, brutiſh wrath 
Sinfully pluckt, and not a Man of you 
Had ſo much Grace to put it in my Mind. 
But when your Carters, or your waiting Vaſſals 
Have done a drunken Slaughter, and defac'd 
The precious Image of our dear Redeemer, 
You ſtraight are on your Knees for Pardon, Pardon, 
And I, unjuſtly too, muſt grant it you, 
But for iny Brother, not a Man would ſpeak, 


Nor I, ungracious, ſpake unto myſelf 


For him poor Soul. The proudeft of you all, 

Have been beholding to him in his Life: 

Vet none of you, would once beg ſor his Life. 

O God ! I fear thy Juſtice will take hold 

On me, and you; and mine, and yours for this. 

Come Haſtings help me to my Cloſer. 

Ah poor Clarence! [ Ex. fime mit the King & Queen 
005. This is the fruits of Rachneſs: Mark'd you not, 
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How that the kindred of the Queen 


Look'd pale, when they did hear of Clarence Dea! 


O! they did urge it ſtill unto the King. 

God will revenge it. Come, Lords, wil il you go 

To comfort Eazvard with your Company ? Ds 
Buck, We wait upon your Grace, [Excurt 


S OE NE. II. 


Eure the Dutche/s of York, avith the tavo Children 0 
Clarence. 


Son. Good Grandam tell us, is our F ather 4 > 

Dutch. No, Boy. 

Daugh. Why do you weep ſo oft? and beat your Breaſt 
And cry O Clarence ! my unhappy Son ! 

Son. Why do you look on us. and ſhake your Head, 
And call us Orphans, Wretches, 9 | 


If that our noble Father were alive? 


Dutch. My pretty Coufins, you miſtake me both, 


I do lament the Sickneſs of the King, 


As loth to loſe him, not your Father's Death 
It were loſt Sorrow to wail one that's loſt. 
Son. Then you conclude, my Grandam, he is dead 
The King mine Uncle is too blame for it. 
_ will revenge it, whom J will importune 
With earneſt Prayers, all to that effect. 
Daugb. And ſo will J. 

Dutc . Peace, Children, peace; the King doth love 
Incapable and ſhallow Innocents, [you well. 
You cannot gueſs who caus'd your Father's Death. 

Syn. Grandam, we can; for my good Uncle G0 Her 
Told me, the King, provok'd to it by the Queen, 
Devis'd Impeachments to imprifon him; 

And when my Uncle told me ſo, he wept, 
And pitied me, and kindly Kkiſs'd my Cheek; 
Bad me rely on him as on my Father, 

And he would love me dearly as a Child. 

Dutch. Ah! that Deceit ſhould ſteal ſuch gentle Shape, 
And with a virtuous Vizard hide deep Vice. 

He is my Son, ay, and therein my Shame, 
Yet from my Dugs he drew not this Deceit, 
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Son. Thirk you my Uncle did diſſemble, N 
Dutch. Ay, Boy. 

Son. J cannot think it. Hark, what Noiſe i is this? 
Enter the Queen with her Hair about her Ears, Rivers 
and Dorſet after her. 

Queen. Ah! who ſhall hinder me to wail and weep ! 

To chide my Fortune, and torment myielf? 

F'l join with black Deſpair againſt my Soul. 

And to myſelf become an Enemy 
Dutch, What means this Sceze of rude Impatience! ? 
Queen. To make an act of Tragick Violence. 

Edward, my Lord, thy Son, our King i is dead. 

Why grow the Branches, when the Root is gone? 

a Why wither not the Leaves that want their Sap? 9 

: If you will live, lament; if die, be brief; ö 

That our ſwift winged Souls may catch the King's, 

e Or like obedient Sur jects follow him, 

To his new Kingdom of ne'er changing Night. 

Dutch. Ah, ſo much Interek have I in thy Sorrow, 
As I had Title to thy Noble Husband ; 1! 
I have bewept a worthy Husband's Death, "BY 
And liv'd with looking on his Images; | by 
But now two Mirrors of his Shar ſemblance 1 
Are crack'd in pieces, by malignant Death, 1 
And 1 for comfort have but one falſe Glaſe, ö 
That grieves me when JI ſee my Shane in him. 1 
Thou art a Widow, yet thou art a Mother, = 
And haſt the comfort of thy Childien left; 

But Death hath ſnatch'd my Husband from mine Arms, 
And pluckt two. Crutches from my feeble Hands, | 1 
Clarence and Edward. O, what cauſe have 1, "ih 
(Thine being but a Moiety of my moarn) by 
To over-go thy Woes, and drown thy Cries, 9 

Son. Ah Aunt! you wept not for our Father's Death ; 
How can we aid you with our Kindred Tear-? 
Daugb. Our Fatherleſs diſtreſs was left unmoan'd, 
You Widow dolour likewiſe be unwept. 
Queen. Give me no help in Lamentation, 
I am not barren to bring forth Complaints: 
All Springs reduce their currents to mine Eyes, 
That I being govern'd by the watry Moon, 
May ſend forth plenteous Tears to drown the World. 
Ab, 
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Ah for my Husband - for my dear Lord Edwargd---- 
Cid. Ah for our Father, for our dear Lord Clarence, 
Dutch. Alas, for both, both mine, Edzvard & Clarence. 
Queen. What Ray had I but Edward? and he's gone. 
Chil What ſtay had we, but Clarence? and he's gone. 
Dutch, What ſtays had I but they? and they are gone. 
Queen. Was never Widow had fo dear a Loſs. 

Chil. Were never Orphans had ſo dear a Loſs. 
Dutch. Was never Mother had fo dear a Loſs. 


Alas! I am the Mother of theſe Griets, 


Fneir Woes are parcell'd, mine is general. 

She for an Edward weeps, and fo do I; 

I for a Clarence weep, ſo doth not ſhe ; 

Theſe Babes for Clarence weep, fo do not they, 


Alas! you three, on me threefold diſtreſt 


Pour 4}j your Tears, I am your Sorrows Nurſe, 

And I will pamper it with Lamentation, | 
Dor. Comfort, dear Mother, God is much diſplea , 

That yeu take with Unthankfulneſs his doing. 


In common worldly thing: *tis call'd ungrateful, 


With dull unwillingneſs to repay a Debt, 
Which with a bounteous Hand was kindly lent: 
Much more to be thus oppoſite with Heav'n, 
For it requires the Royal Debt it lent you. 
Riv, Madam, bethink you like a careful Mother 


Of the young Prince your Son, fend firaight for him, 
Let him be crown'd, in him your comfort lives. 


Drown deſperate Sorrow in dead Edzvard's Grave, 
And p' ant your Joys in living Edward's Throne. 


Enter Gloceſter, Buckingham, Derby, Haſtings ans 


Ratcliff. 
Glo. Siſter, have comfort, all of us have cauſe 


To wail the dimming of our ſhining Star: 


But none can help our Harms by wailing them. 
Madam, my Mother, I do cry you Mercy, 
J did not fee your Grace. Humbly on my Knee 


_ 1 crave your Bleſſing. 


Dutch. God bleſs thee, and put Meekneſs in thy Zreaſt, 
Love, Charity, Obedience, and true Duty. 

Glo. Amen, and make me die a good old Man, 
That is the butt-end of a Mother's Bleſſing; 


J marvel that her Grace did leave it out, F 
uh, 
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Buck, You cloudy Princes, and heart-ſorrowing Peers, 
That bear this mutual heavy load of Moan, | 
Now chear each other in each others Love; 
Though we have ſpent our harveſt of this King, 
We are go reap the Harveſt of his Son. 
The broken rancour of your high-{woln hates, 
But lately ſp:inter'd, knit and join'd together, 
Mutt gently be preſerv'd, cheriſht and kept: 
Me ſeemeth good, that with ſome little Train, 
| Forthwith from Ludliao the young Prince be ety. 
Hither to London, to be crown'd our King. 
Riv, Why with {ome little Train, 
My Lord of Buckingham ? ns 
Buck. Marry, my Lord, leſt, by a Multitude, 
The new. heal'd wound of Malice ſhould break out, 
Which would be ſo much the more dangerous, 
By how much the Eſtate is green, and yet ungovern'd. 
Where every Horſe bears his commanding Rein, 
And may direct his Courſe as pleaſe himſelf, 
As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 

In my Opinion, ought to be prevented. 
Glo. I hope the King made Peace with all of us, 
And the Compact is firm and true in me. | 

Rev, And ſo in me, and fo, I think, in all, 
Yet ſince it is but green it ſhould be put 
To no apparent likelihood of breach, 
Which haply by much Company might be urg'd; 
Therefore I ſay, with noble Buckingham, 
That it is meet ſo few ſhould fetch the Prince. 
Haſt. And fo ſay 1. 5 
Glo. Then be it ſo, and go we to determine 
Who they ſhall be that ſtrait ſhall poſt to London. 
Madam, and you my Siſter, will you go, 
Jo give your Cenſures in this Buſineſs? [Exeunt, 
Manent Buckingham and Gloceſter, 
Buck, My Lord, whoever journies to the Prince, 

For God's ſake let not us two ſtay at home; 
bt or by the way, I'll fort occaſion, 

As Index to the Story we lately talk'd of. 
o part the Queen's proud Kindred from the Prince. 
G/o, My other ſelf, my Counſel's Conſiſtory, 
Oracle, my Prophet, my dear Coulin, 
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I, as a Child, will go by thy direction. 
Toward London then, for we'll not ſtay behind. Exeunt. 


SCENE: III. 


Enter one Citizen at one Door, and another at the 01h». 


1 Cit. Good morrow, Neighbour, whither away ſo faſt 
2C:t. I promiſe you I hardly know my {elf : 
Hear you the News abroad ? 
1 Cz. Yes, the King is dead, 
2 Cit. Ill News by'r Lady, ſeldom comes the better 
I fear, I fear, twill prove a giddy World. 
Enter another Citizen, 
3 Cit. Neighbours, Good ſpeed. 
1 Cit. Give you good morrow, Sir, 
3 Cit. Doth the News hold of good K. Edward's Death 
2 Cit. Ay Sir, it is coo true, God Help the while. 
3 Cit. Then Maſters look to ſee a trovblous World . 
1 Cit. No, no, by God's good Grace, his Son ſhall Reign, 
3 Cit. Wo to that Land that's govern'd by a Child. 
2 Cit. In him there is a hope of Government : 
Which in his Non-age, Counſel under him, 
And in his full and ripened Years, himſeif 7 
No doubt ſhall then, and 'till then, govern well. | 


1 Cit. So ſtood the State when Henry the Sixth I. 
Was crown'd in Paris, but at nine Months old. ä 
3 Cit. Stood the State ſo > No, no, good Friends, God H. 
For then this Land was famouſly enrich'd (wot ; s 
With politick grave Counſel ;. then the King 4 
Had virtuous Uncles to protect his Grace. cher. Fr 

1 Cit. Why fo hath this, both by his Father and Mo- M_ 

3 Cit. Better it were they all came by his Father; gk 


Or by his Father there were none at all: 
For Emulation, who ſhall now be neareſt, 
Will touch us all too near, if God prevent not. 

O full of danger is the Duke of Gloceſter, 
And the Queen's Sons, and Brothers, haught and proud: 
And were they to be rul'd} and not rule, Is 
This fickly Land might ſolace as before. * 

1 Cit. Come, come, we fear the worſt, all will be wel yo 
3 Cit. When Clouds are ſeen, wiſe Men put on the D 


When great Leaves fall then Winter is at hand ; (Cloak 


gn. 
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When the Sun ſets, who doth not look for Night? 
Untim ely Storms make Men expect a Dearth : 
All may be well; but if God ſort it ſo, 
Tis more than we deſerve, or I expect. | 
2 Cit. Truly the Hearts of Men are full of fear : 


You cannot reaſon, almoſi, with a Man 


That looks not heavily, and full of dread. 
3 Cit. Before the days of Change, ſtill is it ſo ; 


By a divine inſtinct Mens Minds miſtruſt 


Purſuing Danger; as by proof we ſee 
The Water ſwell before a boiſt'rous Storm; 


ut leave it all to God. Whither away ? 


2 Cit, Marry we were ſent for to the Juſtices. 
3 Cit, And ſo was I I'll bear you Company. [Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Archbiſhop of York, the young Duke of York, the 
Queen, and the Dutcheſs. 


Arch. Laſt Night I heard they lay at Stony Stradſord, 
And at Northampton they do reſt to Night: 
To morrow or next day they will be here. 

Dutch. J long with all my Heart to ſee the Prince; 
I hope he is much grown ſince laſt I ſaw him. 

Queen. But I hear no, they ſay my Son of York 


Has almoſt overtaken him in his growth. 


York. Ay, Mother, but I would not have it ſo. 
Dutch. Why, my good Couſin, it is good to grow. 


Vork. Grandam, one Night as we did fit at Supper, 


My Uncle Rivers talk'd how I did grow 


More than my Brother. Ay, quoth my Uncle Ghifter, 


Small Herbs have Grace, great Weeds do grow apace. 
And fince, methinks I would not grow ſo faſt, | 
Becauſe ſweet Flowers are flow, and Weeds make haſt. 
Dutch. Good faith, good faith, the ſaying did not hold 
In him that did objeR the ſame to thee. 
He was the wretched'ſt thing when he was young, 
So long a growing, and ſo leiſurely, . 
That if his Rule were true, he ſhould be gracious. 
Verk. And ſono doubt he is, my gracious Madam, 


Dutch, I hope he is, but yet let Mothers doubt, 


Torkz 
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York, Now, by my troth, if I had been remembred, 
I could have given my Uncle's Grace a flout 
To touch his growth, nearer than he touch'd mine. 
Dutch. How my young York ? 
York. Marry, they ſay, my Uncle grew fo faſt, 
That he could gnaw a Cruſt at two Hours old ; 
"Twas full two Year's ere I could get a Tooth. 
Grandam, this would have been a biting Jeſt, 
Dutch. TI prithee, pretty York, who told thee this? 
Tork. Grandam, his Nurſe, 
Dutch. His Nurſe! why ſhe was dead ere thou waſt born 
Jork. If *twere not ſhe, I cannot tell who told me. 
Queen. A parlcus Boy — Go to, you are too ſhrew'd. 
Dutch. Good Madam, be not angry with a Child. 
Qucen. Pitchers have Ears. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Arch. Here comes a Meſſenger : What News? 
Meſ. Such News, my Lord, as grieves me to report, 
Queen. How doth the Prince ? 
Mey. Well, Madam, and in Health. 
Dutch. What is thy News? 
Me. Lord Rivers, and Lord Gray, 
Are ſent to Pamfret, and with them 
Sir Thomas Vaughan, Priſoners. 
Dutch. Who hath committed them ? 


Meſ. The mighty Dukes, Gl er and Buckingham, 


Arch. For what offence ? 

Me/. The ſum of all I can, I have diſclos'd: 
Why, or for what, the Nobles were committed, 
Is all unknown to me, my gracious Lord. 
Queen. Ah me! I ſee the ruin of my Houle ; 
The Tiger now hath ſeiz d the gentle Hind. 
Inſulting Tyranny begins to jut 
Upon the innocent and awleſs Throne: 
Welcome Deſtruction, Blood and Maſſacre, 

J fee, as in a Map, the end of all. 

Dutch. Accurſed and unquiet wrangling Days ; 
Haw many of you have mine Eyes beheld ; -' 
My Husband loſt his Life to get the Crown, 
And often up and down my Sons were toſt, 


For me to oy and weep, their gain and loſs. 1 
nd 
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And being ſeated, ard Domeſtick broils 
Clean over blown, themſelves, the Conquerors, 
Make War upon themſelves, Brother to Brother, 
Blood to Blood, ſelf again ſelf: O prepoſt'rous 
And frantick Outrage! end thy damned Spleen, 
Or let me die, to look on Earth no more. 
Queen. Come, come, my Boy, \ we will to Sanctuary. 
Madam, farewel, 
Dutch. Stay, I will go with you, 
Queen. You have no cauſe. 
Arch, My gracious Lady, go, 
And thither bear your Treaſure and your Goods, 
For my Part, I'll reſign unto your Grace, 
The Seal I keep, und ſo betide it me, 
As well I tender you, and all of yours. 
Go, I'll conduct you to the Sanctuary. [Exeunt, 


2 ie & . 47 the the r le & ir oth ir & in tp ee i ir c ar 
ACT III. SCENE I. 


The Trumpets found. Enter Prince of Wales, the Dukes of 
Gloceſter and Buckingham, Archbiſhop, with others, 


Bork Elcome ſweet Prince to London, | 
To your Chamber, 
Gls Welcome dear Couſin, my thoughts Sovereign, 
The weary way hath made you Melancholy. 
Prince. No, Uncle, but our croſſes on the Way 
Have made it tedious, weariſom and heavy. 
I want more Uncles here to welcome me. 


Glo. Sweet Prince, the untainted Virtue of your Years - 


Hath not yet div'd into the World's deceit : 

No more can you diſtinguiſh of a Man, 

Than of his outward ſhew, which, God he knows, 

Seldom or never jumpeth with the Heart. 

Thoſe Uncles which you want were dangerous: 

Your Grace attended to their ſugar'd Words, 

But look'd not on the poiſon of their Hearts: 

God keep you from them, and from ſuch falſe F riends, 
Prince. God keep me from falſe Friends, 
But they were none. 5 

| 9. 
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Glo, My Lord, the Mayor of London comes to greet you, 
Enter Lord Mayor. 
5 Mayor. God bleſs your Grace with Health and Happy 
ays. 1 
Prince. I thank you, good my Lord, and thank you all. 
J thought my Mother, and my Brother 79-4, 
Would long ere this have met us on the way. 
Fie, what a ſlug is Haſtings, that he comes not, 
Jo tell us, whether they will come or no. 
Enter Lord Haſtings. 
Buck, And in good time, here comes the ſweating Lord, 
Prince. Welcome, my Lord; what, will our Mother come 

Haft. On what Occaſion God he knows, not I, 
The Queen your Mother, and your Brother Yor#, 
Have taken Sanctuary; the tender Prince 
Would fain have come with me te. meet your Grace, 
But by his Mother was perforce with-held. 
Buck. Fie, what an indirect and peeviſh courſe 
Is this of hers? Lord Cardinal, will your Grace 
Perſuade the Queen to ſend the Duke of 7774 
Unto his princely Brother preſently ? 

If the deny, Lord Haſtings, you go With him, 
And from her jei.ous Arms pluck him perforce. 

Arch. My Lord of Buckingham, it my weak Oratcry | 
Can from his Mother win the Duke of Yor4, f 
Anon expect him here: but if ſhe be obdurate 
To mild Entreaties, God forbid 
We ſhould infringe the holy Privilege 
Of bleſſed Sanctuary; not for all this Land 
Would I be guilty of fo great Sin. | 

Buck. You are too ſenſeleſs obſtinate, my Lord, 

Toe ceremonious and traditional. 
Weigh it but with the groſſneſs of this Age, 
You break not Sanctuary, in ſeizing him | ; 
The benefit thereof is always granted 
To thoſe whoſe dealings have deſerved the Place, 
And thoſe who have the wit to claim the Place : 
This Prince hath never claim'd it, nor deſerv'd it, 
T herefore, in mine Opinion, cannot have it, 
Then taking him from thence that is not there, 
you break no Privilege nor Charter there: 


| 
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Oft have I heard of Sanctuary Men, 
But SanQuary Children, ne'er till now. 
Arch, My Lord, you ſhall o'er-rule my Mind for once. 
Come on, Lord Haſtings, will you go with me? 
H.. 1 go, my Lord, [ F xeunt Archbiſhop and Haſtings. 
Prince, Good Lords, make all the ſpeedy haſte you may, 
Say, Uncle G/#? er, if our Brother come, 
Where ſhall we ſojourn till our Coronation? 
6lo. Where it ſeems beſt unto your Royal ſelf. 
If I may counſel you, ſome Day or wo 
Your Highneſs ſhall repoſe you at the Tewver : 
Then where you pleaſe, and ſhall be thought moſt fit 
For your beſt Health and Recreation. 
Prince. T do not like the Tower of any Place; ; 
Did Fuilus Cæſar build that Place, my Lord? 


Buch. He did, my gracious Lord, begin that Place, 


Which fince, ſucceeding Ages have re-edify'd. 

Prince, Is it upon Record? or elſe reported 
Succeſſively from Age to Age he built it ? 

Buck. Upon Record, my gracious Lord. 
Prince. But fay, my Lord, it were not regiſterd, 
Methinks the Truth ſhould live from Age to Age, 
As twere retail'd to all Poſterity, 

Even to the general ending Day. 

G12. So wile, ſo young, they ſay do never live long. 

Prince. What ſay you, Uncle? 

Glo. I ſay, without Characters Fame lives long. 


Thus, like the formal Vice, Iniquity, [Aide 
I moralize two meanings in one Word. 


Prince. That Julius Cæſar was a famous Man; ; 
With what his Valour did enrich his Wit, 


His Wit ſet down to make his Valour live: 
Death makes no Conqueſt of his Conqueror; 


For now he lives in Fame, though not in Life. 


Fl! teil you what, my Couſin Buckingham. | 
Buck. What, my gractous Lord ? 
Prince, And it I hive until I be a Man, 

I'll win our antient Right in France again, 85 
Or die a Soldier, as 1 liv'd a King. : 
Glo. Short Summers lightly have a forward Spring. 
nter York, Hallings, and Archbiſhop. 

Breck, Now in good time, here comes the Duke of Vor“. 


Prince. 
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Prince. Richard of York, how fares our Noble Brother ? 
York. Well, my dear Lord, ſo muſt I call you now, 
Prince, Ay, Brother, to our Grief, as it is yours; 
Too late he dy'd that might have kept that Title, 
Which by his Death hath loſt much Majeſty. 
Glo. How fares our Coufin. Noble Lord of York? 
York. I thank you gentle Uncle. O my Lord, 

You ſaid, that idle Weeds are faſt in growth : 

'The Prince my Brother hath outgrown me far. 

61. He hath, my Lord. 

York. And therefore 1s he idle? 
G. Oh mp fair Couſin I muſt not ſay ſo. 
York. Then he is more beholden to you than I. 
Glo. He may command me as my Sovereign, 

But you have power in me as in a Kinſman. | 

Tork. J pray you Uncle, give me this Dagger. 

Glo. My Dagger, little Coufin ? with all my Hearne, 

Prince. A Beggar, Brother? 

\ York. Of my kind Uncle, that I know will give, 
And being a Toy it is no grief to give. 
615. A greater Gift than that I'll give my Couſin, 

Tork. A greater Gift? O, that's the Sword to it. 
6b. Ay, gentle Couſin, were it light enough. | 
York. O then I ſee you will part but with light Gift, 
In weightier things you'll ſay a Beggar Nay. 
610. It is too weighty for your Grace to wear. 
_ York, I weigh it lightly were it heavier. 
Gh. What would you have my Weapon, little Lord ? 
York. T would, that I might thank you, as you call me, 
Glo. Flow ? 1 
Tork. Little. | | | 
Prince. My Lord of York will ſtill be croſs in talk : 
Uncle, your Grace knows how to bear with him. 
Dor. You mean to bear me, not to bear with me; 
Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me, 
Becauſe that I am little, like an Ape, 
He thinks that you ſhould bear me on your Shoulders, | 
Buck. With what a ſharp provided Wit he reaſons : 

To mitigate the Scorn he gives his Uncle, 

He prettily and aptly taunts himſelf ; 

So cunning, and ſo young, is wonderful. 

Glo. My Lord, wilt pleaſe you paſs along ? 3 

My lelf, and my good Coutin Buckingham, Will 
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Will to your Mother, to entreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you: 
York. What, will you go unto the Tower, my Lord? 
Prince. My Lord Protector will have it fo. 
Tork. I ſhall not ſleep in quiet at the Tower. 
„Cle. Why, what ſhould you fear? 
York. Marry, my Uncle Clarence angry Ghoſt : 
My Grandam told me, he was murther'd there. 
Prince, 1 fear no Uncles dead. 
Glo. Nor none that live, I hope. 
Prince. And if they live. I hope I need not fear, 
But come, my Lord, and with a heavy Heart, 
Thinking on them, go I unto the Tower. 
[Exeaunt Prince, York, Haſtings and Dorſet, 
Manent Gloceſter, Buckingham and Catesby, _ 
Buck. Think you, my Lord, this little prating York 
Was not incenſed by his ſubtle Mother, 
To taunt and ſcorn you thus opprobriouſly ? 
Glo. No doubt, no doubt: Oh 'tis a parlous Boy, 
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable; 
He is all the Mother's, from the top to toe. 
Buck, Well, let them reſt : Come hither, Catesby, 
Thou art ſworn as deeply to effect what we intend, 
As cloſely to conceal what we impart : 
Thou know'ſt our Reaſons urg'd upon the Way, 
What think'ſt thou? is it not an eaſy Matter 
To make William Lord Haſtings of our Mind, 
For the Inſtalment of this Noble Duke, 
In the Seat Royal of this famous Iſle ? 
Cate/. He for his Father's ſake ſo loves the Prince, 
That he will rot be worn to ought againſt him. 


Buck. What think'ſt thou then of Stanly? Will not he? 


Cateſ. He will do all in all as Hajtings doth. 
Buck, Well then, no more than this: 
Go, gentle Cate/by, and as it were far off 
Sound thou Lord Haſtings, : 
How he doth ſtand affected to our Purpoſe, 
And ſummon him to Morrow to the Tober, 
To fit about the Coronation, 
If thou doſt find him tractable to us, | 
_ Encourage him, and tell him all our Reaſons : 
If he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling, 
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Be thou ſo too, and fo break off the Talk, Wh 
And give us notice of his Inclination : 7 
For we to Morrow hold divided Councils, | If y 
Wherein thy ſelf ſhalt highly be employ'd. | And 
Slo. Commend me to Lord William; tell him, Catesby, - 10 
His ancient Knot of dangerous Adverſaries E 
To morrow are let Blood at Pomfret Caſtle, Bid 
And bid my Jord, for j Joy of this good News, His 
Give Mrs. Shore one gentle Kiſs the more. And 
Buck. Good Catęſoy, go, effect this Buſineſs foundly; Whe 
Cateſ. My good Lords both, with all the heed I can. Whe 
Glo. Shall we hear from you, Cateſby, ere we lleep ? Tell 
Cate/, You ſhall, my Lord. And 
Gl. At Croſby Houle there you ſhall find us both, Wow 
Buck. Now my Lord. [Exit Catesby. To fl 
What ſhall we do, if we perceive pere 
Lord Haſtings will not yield to our n and 
Glo. Chop off his head: Co, 
Something we will determine: | And y 
And look when I am King, claim thou of me Where 
The Earldom of Hereford, and all the Moveables Me, 
Whereot the King, my Brother, was poſſeſt. 
Buck. I'll claim that promiſe at your Grace's Hand. Cat. 
Glo. And look to have it yielded with all kindnels. Ha/ 
Come, let us ſup betimes, that afterwards What | 
We may digeſt our Complots in ſome form, [ Exeurt, Cat, 
And I 
SCENE II. Pill R 
Enter a Meſſenger to the Door of Haſtings. H/ 
Me/. My Lord, my Lord. Volt th 
Haft. Who knows ? Fs 
Meſ. One from the Lord Stanly. Ha 


Haſft. What is't a Clock * fore J 
Me/. Upon the ſtroak of four. ut can{ 
Enter Lord Haſtings. Cat. 
Haft. Cannot my Ld Stanly ſleep theſe tedious ghd | ? pon hi 
Mec/. So it appears by what I have to ſay: nd the 
Firſt, he commends him to your noble Self, lat thi 
Haſt. What then? le Kin 
Meſ. Then certifies your Lordſhip, that this Night Haſt. 
He dreamt the Boar had raiſed off his Helm : Cauſe t 
Refides, he ſays there axe two Councils kept ; 


And 
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And that may be determined at the one, 
Which may make you and him to rue at th' other. 


Therefore he ſends to know your Lordſhip's pleaſure, 
If you will preſently take Horſe with him, 


To ſhun the danger that his Soul divines. 
Haſt. Go Fellow, go, return unte thy Lord, 
Bid him not fear the ſeparated Counſel : 
His Honour and myſelf are at the one, | 
And at the other is my good Friend Catesby; 
Where nothing can proceed that toucheth us, 
Whereof I ſhall not have Intelligence: | 
Tell him his Fears are ſhallow without Inſtance ; 
And for his Dreams, I wonder he's io fimple 
To truſt the mock'ry of unquiet Slumbers. 
To fly the Boar, before the Boar purſues, 
Were to incenſe the Boar to follow us, | 
And make purſuit where he did mean no chaſe, 
Go, bid thy Maſter riſe and come to, me, 
And we will both together to the Torver, 
Where he ſhall ſee the Boar will uſe us kindly, _ 
Me. I'll go, my Lo:d, and tell him what you ſay. [ Ex, 
Enter Catesby. DE 
Cat. Many good morrows to my noble Lord. 
Haj?. Good morrow, Catesby, you are early ſtirring, 
What News, what News in this our tottering State ? 
Cat. It is a reeling World indeed, my Lord; 
And I believe will never ftand upright, 
Till Richard wear the Garland of the Realm. 
H/. How ! wear the Garland? | 
Volt thou mean the Crown? 
Cat. Ay, my good Lord, DES 
Haft. I'll have this Crown of mine cut from my Shoul- 
fore I'1 ſee the Crown ſo foul miſplac'd ; [ders, 
but canſt thou gueſs that he doth aim at it? 


Cat. Ay, on my Life, and hopes to find you forward 


pon his Party, for the gain thereof; 

nd thereupon he ſends yuu this good News, 

at this ſame very Day our Enemies, | 

te Kindred of the Queen; mult die at Pomſrer. 
Haſt. Indeed I am no Mourner for that News, 
ule they have been ſtill my Adverſaries ; 


But 


And with all ſpeed poſt with him towards the North, 
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But that T'll give my Voice on Richard's Side, 
To bar my Maſter's Heirs in true Deſcent, 
God knows I will not do it to the Death. 
Cat. God keep your Lordſhip in that gracious Mind. 

H. But I ſhall laugh at this a Twelve-month hence, H 
That they which brought me in my Maſter's hate, | 
J live to look upon their Tragedy. | 
Well Catesby, ere a Fortnight make me older, 

I' ſend ſome packing that yet think not on't 
Cat. Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious Lord, 
When Men are unprepared, and leok not for it. 

Haft. O monſtrous, monſtrous ! and fo falls it out 
With Riwers, Vaughan, Gray; and ſo 'twill do 
With ſome Men elle, that think themſelves as {afe 
As thou and I, who as thou know'ſt, are dear 
'To Princely Richard and to Buckingham. 

Cat. The Princes both make high account of vo. 
For they account his Head upon the Bridge. Aid. 

Ha. I know they do, and I have well deſerved i; 

Enter Lord Stanley. = 
Come on, come on, where is your Boar- ſpear, Man? 
Fear you the Bcar, and go fo unprovided ? 

Stan. My Lord. good morrow, good morrow, Catc:iy; 
You may jeſt on, but by the holy Rood, 

J do not like theſe ſeveral Councils, I. 

Hf. My Lord, I hold my Life as dear as yours, 
And never in my Days, I do proteft, 

Was it ſo precious to me as 'tis now; 

Think you, but that I know our State ſecure, 

J would be fo triumphant as I am ? 

Stan. The Lords atPomfret, when they rode from Londa 

Were jocund, and ſuppos'd their States were jure, 

And they indeed had no cauſe to miſtruſt ; 

But yet you ſee how ſoon the Day o'er-caft. 

This ſudden ſtab of Rancor I miſdoubt, 

Pray God, I ſay, I prove a needleis Coward. 

What, ſhall we toward the Tower? the Day b fert 
Hat. Come, come, have with you : 

Wot he what, my Lord. | 

To day, the Lords you talk of are beheaded. 

Sta. They, for their Truth, might better wear the tea 

Than ſome that have accus'd them wear their az 

But come, my Lord, let's away. 
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Enter a Purſuivant. 
Haſt. Go on before, I' talk with this good Fellow. 

' Exeunt Lird Stanley and Catesby. 

How now, Sirrah? how goes the World with thee? 
Par}, 1 he better, that your Lordſhip pleaſe to ask. 
Ha“. I tell thee Man, *tis better with me now, 

Than when thou met'ſt me laſt where now we meet; 

Then was I going Priſoner to the Tower, 

By the Suggeſtion of the Queen's Allies, 

Put now | tel] thee, keep it to thy ſelf, 

This Day thoſe Enemies are put to Death, 

And 1 in better State than e'er | was. _ 
Purſ. God hold it to your Honour's good Content. 
Haſt. Grammercy Fellow; there drink that for me. 


Tur /. | thank your Honour. 
= Fnter a Trieſte 
Prieſt, Well met, myi.ord, I am glad to ſee your Honour. 
Haſt. | thank thee, good Sir Foba, with all my Heart, 
am in your debt for your laſt Exerciſes _ 
Come the next Sabbath, and I will content you. 
Prieft, I'] wait upon your Lordſhip. = 
Enter Buckingham. 


Buck, What, talking with a Prieſt, Lord Chamberlain 2 


Your Friends at Pon fret, they do need the. Prieſt, 
Your Honour has ro ſhriving work in hand. | 

Haſt. Good faith, and when J met this holy Man, 
The Men you talk of came into my mind. 5 
What, go you toward the Tower ? | 

Buck, | do, my Lord, but long I cannot ſtay there: 
| thall return before your Lordſhip thence. 

Haſt, Nay, like enough, for I'll ſtay Dinner there. 
Tuch. And Supper too, altho thou know'ſt it not. Ad. 
Come, will you go? „„ 5 


Haſt, I'll wait upon your Lordſhip, 


SCENE III. 


Enter Sir Richard Ratcliff, with Halberds, carrying the 
| Nebles to Death at Pomfret. 1 


Rv. Sir Richard e let me tell thee this, 


[ Throws him his Purſe, 
[ Exit Purſuivant. 
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Exeunt. 
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To day ſhalt thou behold a Subject die 
For Truth, for Duty, and for Loyalty. 
Gray, God bleſs the Prince from all the pack of you, 
A Knot you are of damned Blood-ſuckers. 
Paugh, You live that ſhall] cry wo for this hereafter, 
Rat. Diſpatch, the limit of your Lives is out. 
| Rrv, O Porijret, P:mpret! O thou bloody Frilon 
Fatal and ominous to Nohle Peers, 
Within the guilty cloſure of thy Walls 
Richard the, Second here was hackt to Death: 
And for more ſlander to thy diſmal Seat, 
We give to thee our guiltlels Blood to drink. 
Gray, Now Magaret's Curſe is faln upon our Heads, 
When ſhe exclaimed on Haſtings, you and I, 
For ſtanding by, when Richard ſtab'd her Son, 
Riv, Then curs'd ſhe Richard, 
Then curs'd ſhe Buckingham, 
Then curs'd ſhe Haſtings, O remember God 
To hear her Prayer for them, as now for us: 
As for my Siſter and her Frincely Sons, 
Be latisiy'd, dear God, with our true Blood, 
Which, as thou know 'ſt, unjuſtly muſt be {piit. 
Rat, Make haſte, the hour of Death is now expir d. 
Rev. Come Gray, come Vaughan, let us here embrace; 
Farewel, until we meet again in Heaven. 


3 
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SCENE Iv. 


Euter Buckingham, Derby, Haſtings, Biſhop of Ely, or 
folk, Ratcliff, Lovel, with others, at a Iable. 


Haſt. Now Noble Peers, the cauſe why we arc mat 
Is to determine of the Coronation : | | 
In God's Name ſpeak, when is the Royal Day? 
Buck, Are all things ready for the Royal Lime? 
Derby. They are, and want but Nomination. 
Ely. To Morrow then 1 judge a happy Ea. 
Buck. Who knows the Lord Protectors Mind ey 

lin: 


Who is moſt inward with the Noble Duke? 
Fs 
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Ely.Your Grace, we think, ſnuuſd ſconeit know his Mind. 
Buck. We know each others Faces; tor our Hearts, 


He knyws no more of mine than Jof yours, 


Or i of his, my Lord, than you or mine: 
Lord Haſtings, you and he are near in Love. 
Haſt. i thank his Grace, j know he loyes me well; 
But for his pur poſe in the Coronation, 
| have not lounded him, nor he deliver'd 
His gracious pieaſure any way therein: 


Nut 3 ou. My ho Nour: ble ord, may name the time, 


And in the ep 's behalf il give my Voice, 
Which 1 preſume he'll take in gentle part. 
Enter Glouceſter. 
Ely, In bappy time here comes the Duke himſelf, 
Glo. My Noble Lords and Couſins all, good morrow, 
have been a long fleeper z but I truſt 

Ty ,ablence doth ne eglect no great delign, 

V\ hich by my prelence might have been concluded, 
Buck, riad you not come upon your Cue, my Lord, 
'Villiain Tord Haſtings nad pronounced your part, 

1 mean your Voice tor crowning of the King, 


Glo. i han my Lord HaSings no Man might be bolder, 


His Lordſhip knows me well, and loves me well, 
ly Lord of Ely, when | was laſt in Helb urn, 
i taw good pb yſis in your Garden there, 
| £0 b:leech you lend for ſome of them. 
Eq. Marry and will, my Lord, with all my Heart. 
| Exit Ely. 


Glo, Coulin of Puckingham, a Word with you. 


Catesby has founded Ha$ings in our Bulinet: 
And tinds the teſty Gen tleman lo hot, 
That he will loſe his Head ere give conſent 
His Mager's Child, as worſhiptully be terms it, 
Thall loſe the Royalty of Eagland's Throne, 
Lack, Withdraw yourſelf a while, III go with you. 


[ Exeunt. 


1 
83 


Derby. We hay? not yet ſet down this Day of Triumph: 


To-Morrow, in my Judgment, is too ſudden, 
For I myſelt am not ſo well proyided, 
As elle 1 would be were the Day prolong 'd. 
Enter Biſhop of Ely. 
Ely. Where is my Lord, the Duke af Gloudeiter ? 
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1 have ſent for theſe Strawherries. 
Haſt. His Grace lookschea: fully and ſmooth this Morning, 
There's ſome Conceit or other likes him well 
When that he bids Good-morrow with ſuch Spirit, 
I think there's never a Man in Chriſtendom 
Can lefler hide his Love or Hate than he, 
For by his Face ſtraight ſhall you know his Heart. 
Derby, What of his Heart perceive you in his Face, 
By any livelihood he ſhew'd to Day ? = 
Hast. Marry that with no Man here he is offended: 
For were he, he had ſhewn it in his Looks. 
85 Enter Glouceſter aud Buęekingham. 
Glo. I pray you all, tell me what they deſerve, 
That do conipire my Death with deviliſh Plots 
Of damned Witchcraft, and that have prevailed 
Upon my Body, with their helliſh Charms. 


Hag. The tender love 1 b-ar your Grace, my Lord, 


Makes me moſt forward in this Princely preſerce, 

To doom th' Offenders, wholoe'er they be: 

I fay, my Lord, they have deſerved Death. 
6 Jo. 1 hen be your Eyes the witneſs of their Evil, 


Look how 1 am bewitch'd ; behold mine Arm 


Is like a blaſted Sapling withe:'d up: 

And this is Edward's Wite, that monſtrous Mitch 
Conlorted with that Harlot, Strumpet Sh re, 
That by their Witchcraft thus have marked me. 

Haſt. If they have done this Deed, my Noble Lord 
Glo. If? thou Protector of this damned Strumpet, 
Talk'ſt thou to me of Iffs ? thou art a Traitor — 
Off with his Head 
I will not dine until I ſce the lame. 

Tovel and Ratcliff look that it be done: 

The rett that love me, riſe and follow me. Exe unt. 
Manent Lovel and Ratcliff with the Lord Haſtings. 
Haſt. Wo, wo for England, not a whit ior me, 


Por l, too fond, might have prevented this: 


Stanly did dream the Boar did raſe our Helms, 

And I did ſcorn it, and diſdain to fly; 

Three times to day my Foot-cloth Horſe did tumble, 
And ſtarted when he looked upon the Tower. | 
As loth to bear me to the laughter houſe. 


O now I need the Prieſt that ſpake to me: 
I now 


now by Saint Paul I iwear, 


unt. 


now 
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| now repent I told the Purſuivant, 

As too triumphing, how mine Enemies 

To day at Pemſ ret bloodily were butcher'd, 

And 1 myſelf {ſecure in Grace and Favour. | 

Oh / argaret, Margaret, now thy heavy Curſe 

is lighted on poor Haſtings wretched Head. 
Rat. Come, come, ditpatch,the Duke would be at dinner, 
lake a ſhort Shrift, he longs to ſee your Head. 
Haff, O momentary Grace of mortal Men. 

\\ hich we more hunt for, than the Grace of God 

Who builds his hope in Air of your good Looks, 

Lives like a drunken Sailor on a Maſt, 

Ready with every nod to tumble down 

Into the fatal Bowels of the Deep. 
Lov, Come, come, ditpatch, tis bootleſs to exclaim. 
Haſt. Oh bloody Richard, milerable England, 

] propheſie the fearful 'ft time to thee, 

That ever wretched Age hath looked upon. 

Come, lead me to the Block, bear him my Head: 

They {mile at me who ſhortly ſhall be dead, { Exeurte 


Enter Glouceſter 422d Buckingham in ruſty Armour, mar- 


DE vellous ill-favour'd, 
Gle, Come Coulin, 5 
Can'ſt thou quake and change thy colour, 
Murther thy Breath in the middle of a Word, 
And then again begin, and ſtop again, 1 
As if thou wert diitraught and mad with Terror? 
Buck, Tut, I can counterieit the deep Trazedian, 
Speak, and look back, and pry cn every ide, 
iremble and ſtart at wagging of a Straw: 
Intznding deep Suſpicion, ghaitly Looks 
Are at my Service, like entorced Smiles; 
And both are ready in their Oftices, _ 
it any time, to grace my *tratag* ms. 
ut what, is Catesby gone? 
Glo, He is, and ice he brings the Mayor along, 
Enter the Lerd \iaycr and Catesby. 
Buck. Lord Mayo 
Gi. Look to the Draw b. idge there. 
Fuck. Hark, a Drum. | 
Glo, Cate by, o erlook the Walls. 
Lack. Lord Mayor, the reaſon we haye ſent « » - 
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Glo. Look baek, defend there, here are Fremics, 
Such. God and our Innocency defend and guard us, 
Enter Lovel and Rateliff with Haſtings's Head, FF 
Glo. Ee patient, they are Friends; Ratcl:f and Love,. 


Lev. Here is the Head of that ignoble Traitor, 0 
The dangerous and unſuſpected Ha ings. 5 


Glo. So dear I loved the Man that I muſt weep: 


That breath'd upon the Eaith, a Chriſtian: 
Made him my Book, wherein my Soul recorded 
The Hiſtory of all her ſecret Thoughts; _ 
So ſmooth he daub'd his Vice with fhew of Virtus, 
That his apparent open Guilt omitted, 
J mean his Conyerſation with Shcre's Wife, 
He lived from all attainder of ſuſpects. | 
Buck, Well, well, he was the covert'ſt ſhelter'd Traitor 
That ever lived. 
Would you imagine, or almoſt believe, 
Wer't not, that by great preſervation 
We live to tell it, that the ſubtle Traitor 
This Day had plotted, in the Council houſe, 
To murther me and my good Lord of Glo'ſter. 
May. Had he done ſo? „ 5 
Glo. What! think you we are Turks or Infidels? 
Or that we thould, againſt the form of Law, 
Proceed thus raſhly in the Villain's Death, 
But that the extream peril of the Caſe, _ 
The Peace of England, and our Perſons Safety 
Enſorc'd us to this Execution, 
Mayor. Now fair befal you, he deſery'd his death, 
And your good Graces both have well proceeded, 
To warn falſe Traitors from the like Attempts. 
Buck. I never look'd for better at his Hands, 
Alter he once fell in with Miſtreſs Shore * 
Yet had we not determin'd he ſhould die 
Until your Lordſhip came to fee his end, 
Which now the loving haſte of theſe our Friends, 
Something againſt our meanings hath prevented; 
Becauſe, my Lord, I would have you heard 
The Traitor (peak, and timorouſly contels 
The manner and the purpoſe of his Treaſons: 
That you might well have ſighify'd the ſame 
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Unto the Citizens, who haply may 
Miſconſtrue as in him, and wail his Death. 

Mayer. But, my good Lord, your Grace's Words ſhall | 
As well as J had ſeen and Pear him ſpeax: [ ſerve, 
And do not doubt, right Noble Princes both, 
But II acquaint our Tatcous Citizens, 

With all your juſt Proceedings in this Caſe, 
Clo. Ard to that end we wilh'd your Lordſhip here, 
Tavoid the Cenſures of the carping World. 

Buck, Which fince you come too late of our intent, 
Yet witnels what you hear we did interd : 
und ſo, my good Lord Mayor, we bid farewel. Ex. Magen. 

Glo. Go after, after, Couſin Buckingham. 

The Mayor towards Guzld-Hall hies him in all pod: 
There, at your meerelt vantage of the time, 

lnfer the Baſtardy of Eda 480 Children, 

Tell them, how Edward put to death a Citizen, 
Only for {aying he would make his Son 

Heir to the Crown, meaning indeed his Houſe, 
Which by the Sign thereof was termed ſo, 

Moreover, urge his hateful Luxury, 

And beſtail appetite in change of Luft, 2 
Which ftretch'd unto their Servants, Daughters, Wives, 
Eyen where his raging Eye, orſavaze Heart, 
Without controul, luſted to make a Prey. 

| Nay, for a need, thus far com? near my Perſon : 

Tell them, when that my Mother went with Child 

| Of that inſatiate Edward, Nohle Terk, 

My Princely Father then had Wars in France, 

| Ard by true Computac tion of the ime, 

Bound that the {ſluc was nut his begot: 

Which well appeared in his Lineaments. 

| Being nothing like the oble Duke, my Father 2 
Yet touch this ſparingly as 'twere far off, 

Becauſe, my Lord, you know my Mother lives. 

Bech. Doubt not, my Lord, Ul play the Orator 
As if the Golden Fee, for which I plead, 

Vere for myſelf; and fo, my Lord, adieu. 

Glo. If you thrive well, bring them to Baynard's Caſtle, 
Where you ſhall me, well accompanied 
With reverend Fathers, and well learned Biſhops. 

Buck. I £0, and towards three or four a Clock 
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Look for the Neus that the Guild: Hall affords. 
{ Exit E uckingham. 
Glo, Go, Lcvel, with all ſpeed to Poctor Shaw, 
Go thou to Friar Beuler, bid them both {Tv Ratciif, 


Meet me within this hour at Faynard's Caſte, | Fxeunt, | 


Now will J go to take ſome privy Order 
To draw the Brats of Clarence out of fight, 
And to give order, that no manner of Perlon 


Have any time recourle unto the Princes. | Exit, 


Enter a Ferivener. | 


Scriv. Here is the Indictment of the good Lord Haft gt. 


W hich in a ſet Hand fairly is engroſs d, 

That it may be to Day read o'er in Paul's, 
And mark how yell the ſequel hangs together: 
Eleven hours I have ſpent to write it over, 
For yeſternight by Catest was it lent me, 
The Precedent was full as long a doing, 

And yet within theſe five hours Haſtings lived, 
Untainted, unexamined, free, at liberty. 
Here's a good World the while; who is fo grofs 
That cannot ſee this palpable Device? 

Yet who ſo bold, but iays, he ſees it not? 
Bad is the World, and all will come to nought, 


When ſuch il] dealing muſt be ſeen in thought, [ Exit. 


Enter Glouceſter and Puckingham at ſeveral Doors, 
Glo, How now; how now, what ſay the Citizens? 
Buck, Now by the holy Mother of our Lord, 

The Citizens are mum, ſay not a word. 
Glo. Touch'd you the Baſtardy of Edward's Children? 
Buck, I did, with his Costract with Lady Lug, 

And his Contract by Deputy in France. 

Tb' unſatiate greedirefs of his Deſire, 

And his enforcement of the City Wives, 

His Tyranny for Trifles, his own Faſtardy, 

As being got, your Father then in France, 

And his reſemblance, being not like the Duke. 

Withal, I did infer your Lineaments, 

Being the right Idea of your Father, 

Both in your Form and Nobleneſs of Mind, 

Laid open all your Victories in Scet land. 

Your Diſcipline in War, Wildom in Peace, 

Your Bounty, Viutue, fair Humility : 
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Indeed left nothing fitting for your Purpoſe 
Untoucht, or ſghtly handled in Diſcourſe, 
And when my Oratory grew toward end, 
bid them that did love their Country's good, 
Cry, God lave Richard, England's Royal King, 

Glo. And did they ſo? | 

Buck. No, ſo God help me, they ſpake not a Word, 


But like dumb Statues or unbreathing Stones, 
Star'd each on other, and look'd deadly pale: 
» Which when I ſaw, I reprehended them, 


And ask'd the Mayor, what meant this wilful ſilence ? 
Fis Anſwer was, the People were not uſed 
To be ſpoke to, but by the Recorder. 
Then he was urg'd to tell my Tale again: | 
Thus ſaith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferr'd, 
| But nothing ſpoke in warrant from himlelf, 
When he had done, ſome Followers of mine own, 
At lower end of the Hall, hurl'd up their Caps, 
And ſome ten Voices cry'd, God ſave King Richard: 
And thus I took the vantage of thoſe few. 
] hanks, gentle Citizens and Friends, quoth I, 
This general App'auſe, and cheartul Shout, 
r. Argues your Wiſdom, and your love to Richard: 
i And even here break off and came away. 
5 Glo, Mhat Tongue-lels Blocks were they, 
. Would they not ſpeak ? 
Will not the Mayor then and his Brethren come ? 
Buck, The Mayor is here at hand; intend ſome fear, 
Be not you ſpoke with, but by mighty ſuit; 
And look you get a Prayer-Book in your Hand, 
And ſtand between two Churchmen, good my Lord, 
For on that ground I'll make a holy Deſcant : 
And be not eaſily won to our Requeſts, 
Play the Maid's part, till anſwer nay, and take it, 
Glo, I go: And if you. plead as well for them, 
As J can lay nay for thee to myſelt, 
No doubt we bring it to a happy Iſſue. Exit Glo. 
Buck, Go, go up to the Leads the Lord Mayor knocks. 
Enter Lord Mayer and Citizens, 
Welzome my Lord, I dance attendance here, 
I think the Duke will not be ſpoke w.thal.. 
14;0;e0 | (C 5 | | Euter 
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Enter Catesby. queſt: 
Buck, Now Catesby, what lays your Lord to my K.. 
Cate}. He does intreat your Grace, my noble Leid, 
To viſit him to Morrow, or next Day; | 
He is within, with two right Reyerend Fathers. 
Divinely bent to Meditation, | 

And in no worldly Suits would he be moy'd, 

To draw him from his holy Exerciſe, 

Buck, Return, good Catesby, to the gracious Due, 
Tell him, my ſelf., the Mayor and Aldermen, | 
In deep Deſigns, in matter of great Moment, 

No leſs importing than our general Good, 

Are come to have ſome conference with his Grace. 
Cateſ. I'll fignify fo much unto him ſtraight. Fx, 
Buck, Ah ha, my Lord, this Prince is not an Pha 

He is not lulling on a lewd Loye-Bed, 

But on his Knees at Meditation : 

Not dallying with a Brace of Curtizans, 

Rut meditating with two deep Divines : 

Not fleeping, to engrols his idle Body, 

But praying to enrich his watchiul Soul. 

Happy were England, would this virtuous Prince 

Take on his Grace the Soveraignty thereof, 

But ſure I fear we ſhall not win him to it. | 
Mayer, Marry, God defend, his Grace ſhould ſay us ray 
Fuck. I fear he will; here Catesby comes again, 
8 Euter Catesby. 

Now Catesby, what ſays his Grace ? 

Cateſ. He wonders to what end you have aſſemblod 
Such Troops of Citizens to come to him, 5 
His Grace not being warn'd thereof before: 

He fears, my Lord, you mean no good to him: 
Buck. Sorry J am, my noble Couſin ſhould . 
Suſpect me, that I mean no good to him: 

By Heav'n, we come to him in perfect Love, 

And ſo once more retutn, and tell his Grace, | Exit Cat: 
When holy and devout Religious Men 
Are at their Beads, tis much to draw them thence, 
So {weet is zealous Contemplation, 

Enter Glouceſter above, between two Biſhops. 
Mayer. See where his Grace ſtands tween 2 Clergy: 
Buck, LO Props ot Virtue, for a Chriſtian Prins 
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And fee a Book of Prayer in his Hard, 


To the corruption of a blemith'd Stock; 
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To ſtay him from the fall of Vanity: 


True Ornaments to know a holy Man. 
Famous Plantagenet, molt gracious Prince; 
Lend favourable Ears to our requeſts, 
And pardon us the interruption =o 
Of thy Devotion and right Chriſtian Zeal, 
Glo. My Lord, there needs no ſuch Apology 
| do beleech your Grace to pardon me, "A 
Who earnett in the Service of God, of 


* 
2 ; 


Deferr d the Viſitation of my Friends, 


Eut leaving this, what is your Grace's pleaſure ? 4 
Buck, Even that, I hope, which plealeth God abovez | 

And all good Men, of this ungoyern'd Ile. | 
Glo. i do ſuſpe& I have done {ſome offence, 

T hat ſeems diſgracious in the City's Eye, F 

And that you come to reprehend my Ignorance, þ 
Puck. You have, my Lord. = 

Would it might pleaſe your Grace, _ 

On our entreaties to amend your Fault. 
Glo. Elſe wherefore hreath 1 in a Chriſtian Land. 1 
Buck, Know then, it is your Fault that you reſign 

The Supream Seat, the Throne Majeſtical, 

The Sceptred Offce of your Anceſtors, 

Your State of Fortune, and your due of Birth, 

The Lineal Glory of your Royal Houle, | 


Whiles in the mild neſs of your fleepy Thoughts, 
Which here we waken to cur Country's good, 
The noble Iſle doth want his proper Limbs: 
His Face defac'd with skars of Infamy, 

His Royal Stock graft with ignoble Plants, 

And almoſt ſhouldred in the fwallowing Sulf 
Of dark Forgettuineis, and deep Oblivion. 
Which to re-cure, we heartily ſollicit 

Your gracious lelf to take on you the charge 
And kingly Government oi this your Land: 
Not as Pretector, Steward, Subſtitute, 

Or lowly Factor, for another's gain 

But as ſucceſſively, from Blood to Blood, 

Your right of Birth, your Empiry, your own. 
For this, conſorted with the Citizens 
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Your very Worſhipful and loving Friends, 

And by their vehement Inſtigation, 

In this juſt Cauſe come Ito move your Grace. 
Glo. | cannot tel}, if to depart in ſilence, 

Or bitterly to {peak in your reproof, 

Beſt fitteth my Degree, or your Condition. 

For not to antwer, you might haply think 

Tonrgue-ty'd Ambition, not replying, yielded: 

Jo bear the Golden Yoak of Soveraigrty, 

Which fondly you would here impote on me. 

Tf to reprove you for this fuit of vours, 

So ſeaſon'd with your faithful Love to me, 

Then on the other fide I check'd my Friends, 

Therefore to ſpeak, and to avoid the firſt, 

And ther in ſpeaking, not to in-ur the laſt, 

Definitively thus I anſwer you. 

Your Love deſerves my thanks, but my deſert 

Unmeritable, ſhuns your hizh requeſt. 

Firſt, if all Obſtacles were cut away, | 

And that my Path were even to thr? Crown, 

As the ripe Revenue, and due of Fi th; 

Yet ſo much is my poverty of Spirit, 

So mighty, and fo many my DeteG&s, 


That 1 would rather hide me from my Greatneſs, 


Peing a Bark to brook no mighty Sea ; 
Than in my Greatneſs covet to be hid, 
And in the Vapour of my Glory ſmother'd. 
But God be thanked, there is no need of me, 


And much I need to help ycu; were there need: 


The Royal Tree hath left us Royal Fruit, 


Which mellow'd by the ſtealing hours of time, 


| Will well become the Seat of Nlajeſty, 


And make us, no doubt, happy by his Reign, 


On him I lay that you would lay on me, 
| The Right and Fortune of his happy Stars, 


Which Gd defend that I ſhould wring from him. 
Buck. My Lord, this argues Conlcience in your Graee, 
But the Reſpects thereof are nice, and trivial, 


All Cireumſtances well conſidered. 

You ſay, that Edward is your Brother's Son, 
So ſay we too, but not by Edward's Wife: 

For firſt was his contract to Lady Lug, 
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Your Mother lives a Witnels to his Vow, 

An after ward by Subſtitute betroth'd 

Jo Bcna, Siſter to the King of France, 

Thele both put off, a poor Pctitioner, 

A Care-craz'd Mother to a many Sens, 

A Beauty-waiting, and diſtreſied Widow, 

Even in the Afternoon of her beſt Days, 

Made Prize and purcuate ot his wanton Eye, 

Seducd the pitch, and height of his Degree, 

To baſe Declenſion, and .oath'd Bigamy. 

Ny her, in his unlawiu! Bed, he got 

Ibis Edward, whom our Manners call the Prince, 

More bitterly 1 could expoſtulate, _ 

dave that tor reference of ſome alive, 

give a ſparing limit to my Tongue. 

hen, good my Lord, take to your Royal Self 

This proffer'd benefit of Dignity : 

If not to bleſs us, and the Land withal, 

Yet to draw forth your noble Ancettry 

From the corruption of abuſing times, 

Unto a Lincal true derived Couric. | 
Maycr. Do, good my Lord, your Citizens intreat you, 
Buck, Retute not, my Lord, this proffer d Love. 
Cateſ. O make them joyful, grant their lawtul Suit. 
Glo. Alas, why would you heap this Care on me:? 

| am unkit for State, and Maeſty: 3 

| do beleech you take it not amils, 

| cannot, nor | will not yie:d to you. 

| Buck, If you refuſe it, as in love and zeal, 

Loath to depole the Child your Brother's Son, i 

As well we know your Tenderneſs of Heart, 14 
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And gentle, kind, effeminate remorſe, i 
Which we have noted in you to your Kindred, ih | 
And equally indeed to al! Eſtates: 4 
Yet know, where you accept our Suit, or no, * 
Your Brother's Son ſhall never reign our King, | 


det, hut we will plant ſome other in the Throne, 

To the diſgrace and down-fal! of your Houle ; 
And in this reſolution here we leave you. g 
Come Citizens, we will intreat no more. [ Exeunt 
Cateſ. Call him again, ſweet Prince, accept their Suit ; 
I! you deny them, all the Land will rue it, 18 . p 
"A a 
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Glo. Will you inforce me to a World of Cares 
Call them again, I am not made of Stones, 
But penetrable to your kind Intreaties, 

Albeit againſt my Conlcience and my ORs 
Enter Buckingham and the re/?. 
Couſin of Buckingbam, and lage, grave Men, 
Since you will buckle Fortune on my Back, 
To bear her Burthen, whether 1 will or no, 
I muſt have Patience to endure the Load: 
But it black Scandal, or foul-tac'd Reproach, 
Attend the ſequel! of your Impoſition, 


_ Your meer Enforcement ſhall Acquittance me 


From all the impure blots and ſtains thereof, 

For God doth know, and you may partly ſee, 

How far I am from the Deſire of this, | 
Maycr. God bleis your Grace, we lee it and will {ay it, 
Glo. In ſaying fo, you ſhal] but ſay the truth. 

Buck, Then I ſalute you with this Royal Title, 

Long live King Richard, England's worthy King. 

All. Amen. 

Puck, To Morrow may it pleaſe you to be Crown's, 
Glo. Even when you pleaſe, for you will have it 00. 
Tuck, To Mo row then we will attend your Grace, 

And fo moſt Joyiully we take our leave. 

Glo. Come, let us to our holy Work again, 

Farewel my Couſins, farewel gentle friends. [Exec 


Wee eee eder 
ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Enter the Queen, Anne Ducheſs cf Glouceſter, 0: 
Ducheſs of York, and Marqueſs of Doriet, 


HO meets us here ? 
My Niece Plantagenet, 
Led in the Hand 'f her kind Aunt of Glo'fer ? 
Now, for my Life, ſhe's wandring to the Tower, 
On pure Heart's Love, to greet the tender Princs 
Daughter, well met. 

Anne. God give your Graces both a happy 
And a joyful time of Day, 
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Queen. As much to you, good Siſter; whither away? 
Anne, No farther than the Tower, and as I ouels, 
Upon the like devotion as your lelves, 
To gratulate the gentle Princes there. 
Lueen, Kind lifter thanks, we'll enter all together, 
Enter the Lieutenant. 

And in good time, here the Lieutenant comes. 
Maſt er Lieutenant, pray you, by your leave, 
How deth the i'rince, and my young Son of Tork ? 

Lieu. Right well, dear Madam, by your Patience, 
may rot ſuffer you to viſit them; 

he King bath ſtri&iy charg'd the contrary. 

Qt en, Ibe King? who's that? | 

Lieu. I mean the Lord Frotector. 


Luern, The Lord protect him from that Kingly Title. 


Hath he ſet bounds between their love and me? 
am their Mother, who ſhall bar me from them? 
Duch. I am their Father's Mother, I will ſee them. 
Anne. Their Aunt 1 am in Law, in love their Mother: 
Then bring me to their Sights, I'll bear thy blame, 
And take thy Office from thee, on my Peril, 
Lieu. No, Madam, no, I may not leave it ſo: 
I am bourd by Oath, and therefore Pardon 
Exit Lieu. 
Enter Stanley. 
Stan. Let me but meet you Ladies one hour hence, 
Ard 11] ſalute your Grace of York as Mother, 
And reverend looker on of two fair Queens. 
Come Madam, you muſt ſtraight to Veſtminſter, 
There to be Crowned Richard's Royal Queen. 
Queen, Ah, cut my Lace alunder, 
That my pent Heart may have ſome ſcope to beat, 
Or elſe I ſwoon with this dead-killing News. 
Anne. Deipightful tidings, O unpleaſing News! 
Dorſet. Be of good Chear: : Mother, how 1 your 
race! 
Queen. O Dorſet, ſpeak not to me, get thee gone, 
Death and Deſtruction dogs thee at thy Heels, 
Thy Mother's Name is ominous to Children. 
If thou wilt out- ſtrip Death, go crols the Seas, 
And live with Richmond, from the reach of Hell, 
Go hye thee, bye thee from this Slaughter-houſe, 
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Leſt thou increale the number of the dead, | 
And make me die the thrall of Azargaret's Curſe, 
Nor Mother, Wie, nor England s counted Queen. 
Stan, Full of wiie Care is this your Counlel, Madam; 
Take all the ſwift advantage of the Hours; 
Yeu ſhall] have Letters from we to my Son, 
In your behalt, to meet you on the wa): 
Be not ta en tardy by ugwiſe delay, 
Dutch, O ill diſperſing wind of Miſery, 
O my accurſed Womb, the Bed of Death: 
A Cockatrice haſt thou batch'd to the World, 
M hote unavoided Eye is Murderuus, 
Stan, Come, Madam, come, I in all haſte was tent. 
Anne. And I with all unwillingneſs will go. 
O would to God, that the inclutive Verge 
Of Golden Metal, that muſt round my Brow, 
Were red hot steel, to fear me to the Brains, 
Anvinted let me be with deadly Venom, 
And die e'er Men can fay, God ſave the Queen. 
Lueen. Go, go, poor Soul, I enyy not thy Glory, 
To feed my Bumour wiſh thy ſelf ro harm, 
Anne. No! why ? When he that is iny Husband now, 
Came to me, as t follow'd Henry's Coarſe: 
Muhen ſcarce the Blood was well waſh'd' from his Hans, 
Which iflued from my other Angel Husbard, 

And that dear Saint, which then i weeping fllow's : 
O when, | lay, I look on Richard's Face, 
This was my Wiſh ; be thou, quoth 1; accurſt, 

For making me, fo young, io old a Widow: 

And when thou wed'ſt let Sorrow haunt thy Bed; 
And be thy Wite, if any be fo mad, 

More milerable, by the Lite of thee, 

Than thou haſt made me, by my dear Lord's Deat!:, 
Loe, eer I can repeat this Curſe again, | 
Within ſo ſmall a time, my Woman's Heart 

Groſsly grew captive to his Honey words, 
And prov'd the ſubject of mine own Soul's Curſe : | 
Which hitherto hath held mine Eyes from reſt : 

For never yet one Hour in his Bed 
Did I enjoy the golden Dew of Sleep. 
But with his timerous Dreams was ſtill aivak'd, 
Beſides, he hates me for my Father Narwick, 
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And will. ro doubt, ſhortly be rid of me. 
Gueen., Poor Heart, adieu, I pity thy comp'aining. 
Anne. No more han with my Soul! mourn for yours, 
Derſ. Farewel, thou woful welcomer of Glory. 
Anne. Adieu, poor Soul, that take'ſt thy leave of it. 
Dutch, Go thou to Richmind, and good Fortune guide 
thee. | [ To Dorſet. 
Go thou to Rich d, and good Angels tend thee. | To Anne, 
Go thou to Sanctuary, and good I houghts poſſeſs thee, 

| To the Queen. 
to my Grave, where Peace and Reſt lie with me. 
Eighty odd Years of Sorrow have 1 ſeen, 
And each Hours joy wrack'd with a Week of teen. 

Queen. Stay, yet look back, with me, unto the Tower. 

Pity, you ancient Stones, thoſe tender Babes. 
Whom Envy hath immur'd within your Walls, 
Rough Cradle for ſuch little pretty ones, 
Rude ragged Nurſe, old ſullen Play-fellow, 
For tender Princes; uſe my Babies well; 
So fooliſh ſorrow bids your Stones farewel, [Exeunt. 


SCENE I. 


Flouriſh of Trumpets. Enter Glouceſter as King, Bucking- 

is, ham, Catesby, Ratcliff and Lovyel. 
K. Rich, Stand all apart — Couſin of Buckingham. 

Buck. My gracious Sovereign, 5 

R. Rich. Give me thy Hand. Thus high by thy advice, 
And thy aſſiſtance, is King Richard ſeated: 
But ſhall we wear thefe Glories for a i ay? 

Or ſhall they laſt, and we rejoice in them? 

Buck, Still live they, and tor ever let them laſt. 

K. Rich. Ah Buckingham, now do I play the Touch, 
To try it thou be current Gold indeed: e 
Young Edward lives think now that i would ſpeak. 

Buck. Say on, my ioving Lord, 

A. Rich, Why, Buckinsham, | ſay T would be King. 

Buck, Why ſo you are my thrice renowned Lord. 

A. Rich. Ha! am | King:? tis to- but Edward lives 

a Fringe. ou 

K. Rich. O bitter Conlequence! 5 
That daa dſtill ſhould live True noble Prince, 


Coufin, 
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Couſin, thou waſt not wont to be ſo dull. 
Shall 1 be plain? I wiſh the Baſtards dead, [9 
And I would have it ſuddenly perform d. 
What ſayſt thou now? ſpeak ſuddenly, be brief. 
Huck, Your Grace may do your Pleaſure. 
AK. Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all Ice, thy kindnels freeze: Im 
Say, have I thy Conſent, that they ſhall die? 


Hack, Give me ſome little breath, lome pauſe, dear Lord, 5 
Eefore I poſitively ſpeak in this: oe 
Iwill reſolve you herein preſentiy. [Exit Buckingham, Tea 

Cateſ. The King is angry, ſee he gnaws his Lip. ” 

R. Rich. I will converſe with TIron-witted Fools, [cel 
And unreſpective Boys; none are for me, gh 

| That look into me with conſiderate Eyes, K 
High- reaching Buckingham grows circumſpect. T; 
& 7 

Bo. = | ; Er 
Page, My Lord. 7; 


K. Rich. Know'ſt thou not any, whom corrupting Ge!!! But 
W1ll tempt unto a clole exploit of Death? 


Page. | know a dilcontented Gentleman, F K 
Whoſe humble means match not his haughty Spirit: yin 
Gold were as good as twenty Orators, 7 = 
And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing, Tt 
K. Rich. What is his Name? | F 4 

Page. His Name, my Lord, 1s Tirrel, * 
5 K. Rich. I partly know the Man; go call him hither, Hark 
OY. | | Exit. . . 
The deep revolving witty Buckingham, . | 8 : 
No more ſhall be the Neighbour to my Counſels. 4 ry 
Hath he ſo long held out with m2 untired, = 
And ſtops he now for breath? Well be it lo. Fe 
Enter Stanley. 
How now, Lord Stanley, What's the News? W | 1 

Stan. Know, my loving Lord, the Marquis Dorſet, at 

As I hear, is fled to Richmond, = Ke 
In the Parts where he abides. | | Bu 
K. Rich. Come hither, Catesby, Rumor is abrcad, K. 


That Anne, my Wite, is very grievous lick; 
I will take order for keeping her clole, _ 

Inquire me out ſome mean poor Gentleman, 
Whom I will marry ſtraight to Clarence Daughter: 
The £oy is fooliſh, and 1 tear not him. 
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Look how thou dream u! fay again, give out, 
That. Anne my Queen is ſick, and like to die. 
About it; for it ſtands me much upon 


Jo ſtop all hopes whole growth may damage me. 


muſt be married to my Srother's Daughter, 


| Crelſe my Kingdom ſtands on brittle Glaſs: 
Murther her Brothers, and then marry her! 
| Uncertain way of gain. But I am in 


So far in Blood, that Sin will pluck on Sin, 
Tear-falling Pity dwells not in this Eye. 
iter Tirrel. 
Js thy Name Tirre !? 3 
Tir. James Tirrel, and your moit obedient Subject. 
K. Rich. Art thou indeed? 
Tir, Prove me, my gracious Lord. 
K. Rich. Dar'ſt thou reſolve to kill a Friend of mire? 
Tir. Pleaſe you: Ts, 
But I had rather kill two Enemies. 
K. Rich. Why then thou haſt it; two deep Enemies, 
Foes to my Reſt, and my ſweet ſleep's diſturbers, 
Are they that I would have thee deal upon 
Tirrel, I mean thoſe Baſtards in the Tower, 
Tir. Let me have open means to come to them. 


And ſoon I'll rid you from the fear of them, 


K. Rich. Thou ſing'ſt ſweet Muſick: 
| Hark, come hither Tzrrel, 
| Go by this token; riſe, and lend thine Ear, [ Whiſpers. 
| There is no more but ſo; ſay it is done, 
And I will love thee, and prefer thee for it. 5 
Tir. 1 will diſpatch it ſtraight. [ Exits 
Ee Enter Buckingham. „ 
Buck. My Lord, I have conſider'd in my mind, 
That late Requeſt that you did found me in. 


K. Rich. Well, let that reſt ; Dorſet is led to Richmond. 


Buck, J hear the News, my Lord, 
K. Rich. Stanly, he is your Wife's Son; well, look 
4 e { unto it. 
| Buck, My Lord, I claim the Gift, my due by Promiſe, 
For which your Honour and your Faith is pawn'd. 
| Th Earldom of Hereford, and the Moveables, 
Which you have promiſed I ſhall poſſeſs. | 
K. Rich. Stanly, look to your Wife; if the convey 


Letters 
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Letters to Richmond, you ſhall anſwer it. 


Buck, \\ hat ſays your Highrels to my juſt Requeſt: 


K. Rich, i do remember me, Henny the Sixth 
Did Prophefie, that Richmond ſhould be King, 
When Richmend was a little peeviſh Boy. 
A King perhaps, 5 
Buck. May it pleaſe you to reſolve me in my Suit. 
K. Rich, Thou troubleſt me, I am not in the Vein, 


[ Exit Ind 


Buck. And is it thus? repays he my deep Servizz 
With ſuch Contempt? made 1 him King for this? 
O let me think on Hafling, and be gone 
To Breenock, while my fearful Head is on. 
Enter Tirrel. 

Tir. The tyrannous and bloody Act is done, 
The moſt Arch-deed of piteous Maſſacre 
That ever yet this Land was guilty of: 
Dightin and Forreſt, whom I did ſuborn 
To do this piece of ruthinl Butchery, 
Albeit they were fleſnt Villains, bloody Dogs, 
Melted with Tenderneſs, and mild Compaſſion, 
Wept like to Children, in their death's {ad Story: 
O thus, quoth Digbten, lay the gentle Babes, 
Thus, thus, quoth Forreſt, girdling one another 
Within their Alablaſter innocent Arms:: 
Their Lips were four red Roſes on a Stalk, - 
And in their Summer Beauty kiſs'd each other. 
A Book of Prayers on their Fillow lay, 
V hich once, quoth Forre#, almoſt chang'd my mind. 
But oh the Devil — there the Villain topts _ 
W hen Digbten thus told on, we ſmothered 
The moit repleniſhed ſweet Mork of Nature. 
That trom the prime Creation e'er ſhe framed. 
Hence both are gore with Conlcience and Remorie, 
They could not ſpeak, and fo | left them both, 
To bear thele i ydings to the bloody King. 

| Enter king Richard, | 

And'here he comes. All health, my Sovereign Lord, 
K. Rich. Kind Tirre/ — am happy in thy News? 

Tir. it to have done the tning you gave in Charge 
Beget your Happinels, be happy tben, 
For it is done. 


[ Exit 


k. Rich | 
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Ek. Rich. But did'ſt thou ſee them dead ? 

Ir. I did, my Lord. 

K. Rich. And buried, gentle Irre] > 

Lr. The Chaplain of the Tower hath buried them, 
But where, to ſay the Truth, Ido not know. 

K. Rich. Come to me Tirrel ſoon, ſoon after Supper, 


When thou ſhalt tel] the proceſs of their Death, 
lean time — but think how I may do thee good, 


ir he {nberitor of thy detire, 
Lrowel till then. 
Vr. 1 bembly take my leave. | 
A. Rich. 1 he Son of Clarence have I pent up cloſe, 
s Daughter meanly have | match'd in Marriage, 
he Sons of Edward ſleep in Abrah um's Boſom, 
Ind Anne my Wite hath bid this World good Night, 
low, for 1 know che Briton Richmond aims 
t young Elabeth my Brother's Daughter, 
"4 by that knot loogs proudly on the Crown. 
b ther go I, 3 jolly thriving Wooer, 
g Enter Nateliff. 
Kat. My Lord. | | | [ bluntly 5 
K. Rich. Good or bad News, that thou com'ſt in o 
Rat, Bad News, my Lord, Morton is fled to Richmond, 
bd Buckingham, back'd with the hardy Heſſhmen, 
in the Field, and till his Yower increaleth. 
K. Rich. Ely with Richmend troubles me more near, 
bin Buckingham and his raſh levied Strength. 
Ime, I have learn'd that fearful commenting 
9. Fkaden Servitor to dull delay, 
Fay leads impotent and ſnail-pac'd Beggary : 
tn fiery Expedition be my Wing, 
zes Mercury, and Herald for a King: 
muſter Men; my Council is my Shie'd, 


— Y 


ie, Te muſt be brief, when Traitors brave the Field, [Ex. 


SCENE III. 


1d. | Ent v Queen Margaret. 
ar. So now Profperity begins to mellow, 
&* I drop into the rotten mouth of teath; 
e in th ſe Confin:s lily have lurkt, 
watch the waini:ig of mine Enemies, 
2 Ric | A dire 
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| A dire Induction am! witneſs to, 
| And will to France, hoping the COMogney0s 
Will prove as bitter, black and tragic 
* ithdraw thee wretched Margaret, w ho comes here? 


Enter Dutcheſs and ¶ ucen. 1. 

ween. Ah my poor Princes! ah my tender Babes 54 
My unblown Flowers, new appearing Sweets: Th 
If * your gentle Soul fly in the Air, 1 
And be not fiat in doom perpetual, 125 25 
Hover about me with your airy Wings, 0 


And hear your Mother's Lamentation. f | Ho 
£. Mar. Aover about her, ſay, that right ſor t pre 


Hath dimm'd your infant Morn to aged Night, fe 

Dutch, So many Miſeries have crazd my Vi: | 1 

That my woe-wearied Torgue is till and mute. | God 

Edward Plant gen:t, why art thou? dead? 10 

Mas. Flantagenet doth quit. Plantagentt, : Ane 

award for Edward pays a dy 9 Debt. LE Thy 

| Loren, Walt thou, O God; fy from luch gent! . a The 

| = Smal 5 row them in the Intrails of the Woif 2 Lou 
| Why didſt thou fleep when ſuch a Deed was coun! lat 
2 . 5 Hoiy Henry dy'd, and my {WYoct \ | Thy 

Dutch.Dead ! Life, blind Sis ht, poor mortal living Ang 

Woes Scene, Worlds ſhame, Grave due, by Lite uturpl Th 

F | Brief abſtra& and record of tedious Pays, E Unti 
| Reſt thy unreſt on Zuglands lawſul Earth, Nich 
Lnlawtully made drunk with innocent Blood, Only 

| Queen. Ah that thou wouldſt as ſoon afford a CM And 
. As thou canſt yield a melancholly Szat; Inſue 

| Then would 1 hide wy Bones, not reſt them c kart 

| Ah who bath any cauſe to mourn but we ? To h 

| Mar. If ancient Sor row be molt reverent, [Cance 


Gi mine the benefit of Signeury ; 
And let my Griets frown on the upper hand, 
If Sorrow can admit Society. 
I had an Edward 'till a Richard killd him: 
J had a Husband 'till a Richard kill d bim: 
Thou had {t an Edward till a Richard kill'd him: 
Thou had'ſt a Richard *till a Richard kill'd him, 
Dutch. I had a Richard ton, and thou didit ki! 
I had a Kee too, thou help'ſt to kill him 
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Mar. Thou hadſt a Clarence too, and Richard kill'd him. 
From forth the kennel of thy Womb hach crept 
A Hell-hound, that doth hunt us all to Death: 


That Dog, that had his Teeth before hfs Eyes, wat 


E To worry Lambs, and lap their gentle Blood; 
That foul defacer of God's handy work, 

That reigns in gauled Eyes of weeping Souls: 
That excellert grand Tyrant of the Earth. 

Thy Womb let looſe to chaſe us to our Graves. 


How do 1 thank thee, that this carnal Cur 
| Proys on the Iflue of his Mother's Body, 


| Dutch, Oh Harry's Wife, triumph not in my Woes 
t God witneis with me, I have wept for thine, 
2. Mar, Bear with me: I am hungry for revenge, 
And now I cloſe me with beholding it. | 
Thy Eduard, he is dead that kil'd my Edward, 

E The other Edward dead, to quit my Edward: 

Young Pri, he is but boot, becauie both they 


Thy Clarence he is dead that ſtab'd my Edward; 
„Ci And the beholders of this frantick Play, 


ure Th adulterate Haſtings, Rivers, Vaughan, Gray. 


| Untimely ſmiother'd in their dusky Graves, FE | 
LE Richard yet lives, Hell's black Intelligencer, 


| Only reſerv'd their Factor to buy Souls, 
a $M And fend them thither: But at hand, at hand | 


Inſues his piteous and unpitied End. i 


rh Earth gapes, Hell burns, Fiends roar, Saints pray, | 
Jo have him ſuddenly convey'd from hence: ö 
Cancel his Bond of Life, dear God, I pray, „ 
That I may live and ſay, the Dog is dead. 

Lucen. O thou didſt Propheſie the time would come, 


: 
That | ſhould with for thee to help me Curie 34 
That bottel'd Spider, that foul bunch-back'd Toad. + | 
L. Mar, | call'd thee then, vain flouriih of my Fortune: 9 
him: WW call'd thee then, poor ſhadow. painted Queen, 


him. he Repreſentation of but what i was; 


O upright, juſt, and true diſpoſing God, £44 | 


And makes Her, Pue-fellow with others moan, | | 
{ 


1: Match'd not the high perfection of my Loſs. _ | 


r x 5 5 | 5 f 
be flattering Index of a direful Pageant, _ I 
jim. One heay'd a high to be hurl'd down below: 1 


A dream 


2 HN Mother only mock d with two fair Babes; N i 


A dream of what thou waſt, a gariſh Flag 
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To be the aim of ev'ry dang'rous Shot; p 
A ſign of Dignity, a Breath, a Hubble; L 
A Qmeen in Feit; only to fill the Scene. H 
Where is thy Husbar.d now ? where be thy Brothers: 

M here he thy two Sons? wherein doſt thou joy? A 
Who ſues, and kneels, and ſays, God fave the Queer: M 
Where be the bending Peers that flatter'd thee ? 1 
Where be the thronging Troops that tollow'd thee * 

Decline all this, and ſee now what thou art, 

For happy Wite, a molt diſtreſſed Widow; 

For joytul Mother, one that wails the Name; | By 
For one being ſu'd to, one that humbly ſues; Ba 
For Queen, a very Caytiff crown'd with Care; 8 
For ſhe that fcorn'd at me, now ſcorn'd of me; WW, 
For ſhe being kar'd of all, now fearing one; : Th 
For the commanding all, obey'd of none. An 
Thus hath the courte of ſuſtice whirl'd about, Te 
And left thee but a very Prey to Time, W 


Having no more but thought of what thou waſt, 
To torture thee the more, being what thou art, 
Thou didſt ulurp my Place, and doſt thou not FE 1 
Uſurp the juſt Proportion of my Sorrow? 


Now thy proud Neck bears halt my burthen'd Mal. ** 
From which, even here | flip my wearied He. d. * 
And leave the Burden of it all on thee. | | aro 
Farewel T:rk s Wife, and Queen ot {ad Miſchance, | pc 
Theſe Engliſh Woes ſhall make me ſmile in France, | _ 
£Lucen, O thou well skill'd in Curſes, ſtay a while, Th 
And teach me how to curſe mine Enemies. | 7 
£2. Mar. Forbear to ſleep the Night, and faſt the Day: 7 
Compare dead Happineſs with living Woe; L 
Think that thy Babes were ſweeter than they were, * 
And he that ſlew them fouler than he is: 'Th 
Bett' ring thy loſs makes the bad Cauſer worle, D 
Revolving this will teach thee how to curſe. * 
Lueen. My Words are dull, O quicken them with thine, D 
V. Mar. Thy Woes will make them ſharp, 1 
And pierce like mine.. Exit Margaret 7 
Dutch. M hy ſhould Calamity be full of Words? | God 
Cueen. Windy Attorneys to their Clients Moes, * 
Airy tucceeders of inteſtine Joys, | | Y. 


Pooh 
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Poor breathing Or 1tors of Miſeries, 
Let them have ſcope, tho' what they will impart 
Help nothing elſe, yet they do eaſe the Heart. | 

Dutch. 1t fo, then be not Tongue-ty'd ; go with me, 
And in the breath of bitter Words, let's ſmother 
My damned Son, that thy two ſweet Sons ſmother'd. 
The Trumpet ſounds, be copious m Exclaims. 

Enter King Richard and his Tram. 

K. Rich. Who intercepts me in my Expedition? 

Dutch. O ſhe that might have intercepted thee. 
By ſtrangling thee in her accurſed Womb, 
From all the flaughters, Wretch, that thou haſt done. 


Which ſhould be branded, 1t that right were right, 
The {laughter of the Prince that own'd that Crown, 
And the dire death of my poor Sons and Brothers. 
Tell me, thou Villain-ſlave, where are my Children? 
Dutch. Thou "Toad, thou "Toad, 
Where is thy Brother Clarence? 
And little Ned Plantagenet his Son? | 
Queen. Where is the gentle Rivers, Vaughan, Grey ? 
Autch, Where is kind Haſtings ! 5 
K. Ricb. A flouriſh, 'Trumpets ; ſtrike Alarum, Drums: 
Let not the Heav'ns hear theſe Tall-tale Women 
Rail on the Lord's Anointed, Strike, I ſay. 
| 5 an {\Flourifh Alarums: 
| Either be patient, and intreat me fair, 
| Or with the clamorous report of War 
© Thus will I drown your Exclamations. 
Dutch, Art thou my Son? 


i XK. Rich. Ay, I thank God, my Father, and yourſelf, | 


Dutch. Then patiently hear my Impatience. 


K. Rich, Madam, . I have a touch of your Condition, 


That cannot brook the accent of Reproof. 
Dutch. O let me ſpeak. 
: K. Rich, Do then, but i'll not hear, 
hire Datch. I will be mild and gentle in my Words, 
K. Rich. And brief, good Mother, for I am in haſte, 
| Dutch, Art thou ſo haſty ? I have ſtaid for thee, 
| God knows in Torment and in Agony. = 
K. Rich. And came I not at laſt to comfort you ? 
Dutch, No, by the holy * thou know'ſt it well, 


Queen. Hideſt thou that Forehead with a Golden Crown, 


Thou 


- 
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Thy Age confirm'd, proud, ſubtle, ſly and bloody. 
More mild, but yet more harmful, kind in hatred : 


For I ſhall never ſpeak to thee again. 


Or I with Grief and extream Age ſhall periſh, 
And never more behold thy Face again. 


Shame ſerves thy Life, and doth thy death attend. Exit. 


For thee to laughter; for my Daughter:, Richard, 
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Thou cam'ſt on Earth to make the Earth my Hell. 
A grievous burthen was thy Birth to me, 

Detchy and wayward was thy Infancy ; 

Thy School-days frightiul, deſperate, wild and furious 
Thy prime of Manhood, daring, bold and venturous: 


What comfortable hour can'ſt thou name, 
That ever grac'd me with thy Company? 

K. Rich, Faith none but Humphry Hoaver, 
That call'd your Grace 1 
To-breakfaft once, forth of my Company. 
If I be ſo diſgracious in your Eye | 
Let me march on and not offend you, Madam. 
Strike up the Drum. 

Dutch. I prithee hear me ſpealk. 

K. Rich. You ſpeak too bitterly. 

Dutch, Hear me a Word, 


K. Rich. So. N 
Dutch. Either thou wilt die by God's juſt Ordinance, 
Ere from this War thou turn a Conqueror ; | 


Therefore take with thee my moſt grievous Curſe, 
W hich, in the Day of Battle, tire thee more, 
Than all the compleat Armour that thou wear'ſt. 
My Prayers on the adverſe Party fight, 
And there the little Souls of Edward's Children, 
Whiſper the Spirits of thine Enemies, | 
And promiſe them Succeſs and Victory. 
Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end: 
Queen. I ho' far more cauſe, yet much leſs Spirit to cure 
Abides in me, I ſay Amen to her. 
K. Rich Stay, Madam, I muſt talk a Word with you, 
Queen. I have no more Sons of the Royal Blood 


They ſhall be pray ing Nans, not weeping Queens; 

And therefore level not to hit their Lives. 

K. Rich. You have a Daughter call'd Elizabeth, 

Virtuous and Fair, Royal and Gracious, 
| | | Dueen, 
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3 
uten. And muſt ſhe die for this? O let her live, 
And I'll corrupt her Manners, ſtain her Beauty, 
dander my {elf as falſe to Edward's Bed: 
Throw over her the Vail of Infamy, 
o he may live unicarr'd of bleeding Slaughter, 
I will confeſs ſhe was not Edward's Daughter. 
. Rich. Wrong not her Birth, ſhe is a Royal Princeſs, 
Queen. To fave her Lite I'll ſay ſhe is not ſo. 
K. Rich. Her Life is ſafeſt only in her Birth. 
Queen. And only in that iatety dy'd her Brothers. 
K. Rich. Lo, at their Birth good Stars were oppoſite. 
2veen. No, to their Lives ill Friends were contrary. 
X. Rich. All unavoided is the doom of Deſtiny. 
Veen. True; when avoided Grace makes Deſtiny, 
lĩẽr Babes were deſtin'd to a fairer Death, 
Grace had bleſt thee with a fairer Life. 
Rich. You ſpeak as if that I had flain my Couſins? 
Qzeen. Couſins indeed, and by their Uncle cozen'd, 
Comfort, Kingdom, Kindred, Freedom, Lite. 
noſe Hands ſoever lanced their tender Hearts, 
Thy Head, all indireftly, gave Direction. 
o doubt the mard'rous Knife was dull and blunt, 
ill it was whetted on thy Stone hard Heart, 
Jo revel in the Intrails of my Lambs. 
but that ſtill uſe of Crief makes wild Grief tame, 
Tongue ſhou'd w thy Ears not name my Boys, 
ill that my Nails were anchor'd in thine Eyes; 
pnd | in ſuch 2 deip'rate Bay of Death, 
like a poor Bark of Sails and "Tackling reft, 
ku all to Pieces on thy Rocky Folſom. 
X Rich. Madam, fo thrive I in my Enterprizz, 
Ind dangerous ſucceſs of blacdy Wars, 
b | intend more good to you and yours, 


& 


xit. « 
„ lan ever you or yours by me were harm'd. 
Irie 1 0 : WI d o . „ — . - . P 2 
Lacen. What gocd is cover'd with the Pace of IIcav'n 
_ o be diſcover'd that can do me good? 


N Kich. Ih Advancement of our Children, gentle Lady. 
[<cer. Up to ſome Scaffold, thereto loſe their Heads, 
X. Rich. Unto the Gignity and heighth of Fortune, 
ke ligh Imperial 'T'y pe of this Earth's Glory. 
Deen. Flatter my Sorrow with report of it; 

U me, what State, what Dignity, what Honour = 
en. 2 | -- nn 
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Can'ſt thou deviſe to any Child of mine? 


K. Rich. Ev'n all I have; ay, and myſe'f and all, 9 
Will I with all endow a Child of thine : Unie 
So in the Lethe of thy angry Scul And 
Thou drown the ſad Remembrance of thoie Wrong, K. 
Which thou ſuppoſeſt I have done to thee, 2.5 


Queen. De brief, leſt that the proceſs of thy kind Havi 
Laſt longer telling, than thy kindneſs date. 1 
K. Rich. Then know, | 
That from my Soul I love thy Daughter. ö 
Queen. My Daughter's Mother thinks it with her Soi 
K. Rich. What do yeu think ? : 
Queen. That thou doſt love my Daughter from thy Sou 
So from thy Soul's love didſt thou love her Brothers, 
And from my Heart's love, 1 do thank thee for it. 
K. Rich. Be not ſo haſty to confound my meaning; Wl 
I mean, that with my Soul J love thy Daughter, 
And do intend to make her Queen of Eng/and. 
Queen. Well then, who doit thou mean {hall be here 
K Rich. Even he that makes her Queen? 
Who elſe ſhould be? | 
Queen. What, thou! pur ( 
K Rich. Even fo ; how think you of it! | 
Queen. How can'ſt thou woo her ? 

K Rich. That I would learn of you, l 
As one being beſt acquainted with her iJumour. anne 
Deen. And wilt thou learn of me? 

K Rich. Madam, with all my Heart. | 

Queen. Send to her, by the Man that flew her Brot 
A pair of bleeding Hearts ; thereon ingrave 
Edward and York, then haply will the weep : 
Therefore preſent to her, as ſometime Margaret 
Did to thy Father, ſteept in Ratland's Blood, 
A Handkerchief ; which ſay to her, did drain 
'The Purple ſap from her ſweet Brothers Bodies, 


And bid her wipe her weeping Eycs withal. r d 
If this inducement move her not to Love, IT 
Send her a Letter of thy noble Deeds; 1 
Tell her thou madeſt away her Uncle Clarence, W co1 
Her Uncle Rivers; ay, and for her ſake, Antag 


Madeſt quick Conveyance with her good Aunt Aim 
EK Rich. You mock me, Madam, this is not the 
* win your Daughter, N . 
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Oyeen, There is no other way, 
Unleſs thou could'ſt put on ſome other Shape, 
and not be Richard, that hath done all this. 
EK. Rich. Say, that I did all this for Love of her. 
Queen. Nay then indeed ſhe cannot chuſe but hate thee, 
Haring bought love with fuch a bloody Spoil. 
K. Rich. Look, what is done, cannot be now amended 
len ſhall deal unadviſedly ſometimes, 
Which after-hours give leiſure to repent of. 
v6) RF Te did take the Kingdom from your Sons, 
To make amends, I'II give it to your Daughter: 
vo EF have kill'd the Iſſue of your Womb, 
rs, Wo quicken your encreaſe I will beget 
it, line [fue of your Blood, upon your Daughter: 
| Grandam's name is little leis in love, 
hen is the doting Titie of a Mother; 
hey are as Children but one ſtep beo, 
Kin en of your Metal, of your very Blood: 
Tall one pain, ſave for a Night of Groans 
£dur'd of her, for whom you bid like Sorrow. 
dur Children were Vexation to your Youth, 
* mine ſhall be a Comfort to your Age. 
de loſs you have is but a Son being King, 
dd by that loſs your Daughter is made Queen, 
Ennot make you what amends I would, 
Sereiore accept uch kindneſs as I can, 
Vt, your Son. that with a fearful Soul 
ds diſcontented Steps in Foreign Soil, 
bs fair Alliance quickly ſhall call home 
high Promotions and great Dignity. _ 
wu Rk King that calls your beauteous Daughter Wife, 
Niliarly ſhall call thy Dorſet Brother: 


Us; 


in Win ſhall you be Mother to a King ; 
es, all the Ruins of diſtreſsful Times, 
Aird with double Riches of Content. 
Bt! we have many goodly Days to ſee: 
nquid drops of Tears that you have ſhed- 
Ace, come again, transformed to Orient Pearl, 
3 Intaging their Love with Intereſt 
nt Auf imes double gain of Happineſs, 
ot the en my Mother, to thy Daughter, go, 


bold her baſhfal Years with your Experience, 
1 D 2 
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Prepare her Ears to hear a Wooer's Tale, 
Put in her tender Heart th' aſpiring Flame 
Ot golden Sovereignty ; acquaint the Princets 

With the ſweet filent Hours of Narriage Joys; 

And when this Arm of mine hath chaſtiſed 

The petty Rebel, dull-brain'd Buckingham, 

Bound with triumphant Garlands will I come, 

And lead thy Daughter to a Conqueror's Bed ; 

To whom I will retail my Conqueſt won, 

And fhe ſhall be ſole Victreſs, Ce/ar's Cæſar. 
teen, What were I beit to ſay, her F ather's Brothel 

Would be her Lord ? or ſhall I fay, her Uncle? 

Or he that flew her Brothers? and her Uncies ? 

Under what Title ſhall I woo for thee, 

That God, the Law, my Honour, and her Love, 

Can make ſeem pleaſing to her tender Years ? 

KX. Rich. Inter fair Eng/and's Peace by this Alliant 
Deen. Which ſhe ſhall purchaſe with ſtill lafting\W 
K. Ri. Tell her, the King, that may command, intreat 

£4. That all her Hands, which the King's King forbi 

E. Rich, Say, ſhe ſhail be high and mighty Queen, 
Queen. To vail the Title, as her Mother doth 
K. Rich. Say J will love her everlaſtingly. 
Oneen. But how long ſhall that Title ver laſt? 

K. Rich. Sweetly in force unto her fair Life's end. 
Quern. But how long, fairly, ſhall her ſweet Lite ag 
XK. Rich, As long as Heav'n and Nature lenyth.ensit 
Queen. As long as Hell and Richard likes ot it. 
K. Rich. Say, I, her Sovereign, am her Subject lon 
ucen. But ſhe, your Subject, loaths ſuch Sovcreigi 
xk Rich. Be eloquent in my Eehalf to her. 
Queen. An honeſt Tale ſpeeds beſt, being plainly to 
X. Rich. Then, plainly, to her tell my loving Tai. 
Queen. Plain and not honeſt, is too harſh a Stile. 
K. Rich. Your Reaſons are too ſhallow and too qu 
Queen. O no, my Reaſons are too deep and dead; 

To deep and dead poor Infants in their Graves, 

Harp on, it ſtill ſhall I, till Heart-ſtrings break. 
x Rich. Harp not on that String Madam, that 15} 

Now by my George, my Garter, and my Crown — 
Queen. Profan'd, diſhonour'd, and the third ulv!?! 

K. Rich, I ſwear. 


. 
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What canſ thou ſwear by now! 


_ Immaculate Devotion, holy Thoughts, 


- Se” © _ ii t* 
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Queen. By nothing, for this is no Oath: - 
Thy George profan'd, hath loſt his lordiy Honour, 
Thy Garter blemiſh'd, pawn'd his Kingly Virtue, 
Thy Crown tfurp'd, diſgrac'd his Kingly Glory : 
If ſomething thou would'ſt {wear to be believ'd, 
Swear then by ſomething that thou haſt not wrong'd, 
K Rich. Ihen by my ſelf —— 
Queen. Thy ſelf is ſelt-miſus'd. 
K. Nich Now by the World 
Queen. Tis full of thy foul Wrongs, 
K. Rich. Ny Father's Death 
Queen, Thy Life hath it dijhonour'd, 
K. Rich. Why then, by Heav'n 
Queen. Heav'n's Wrong is inoſt of all: 


If thou didſt ſear to break an Oath with him, 


The Unity the King my Husband made 
Thou hadſt not broken, nor my Brothers dy'd. 
If thou hadſt fear'd to break an Oath by him. 


 'Th' Imperial Metal, circling now thy Head, 


Had grac'd the tender Temples of my Child, 
And both the Princes had been breathing here, 
Which now two tender Bed ſellows for duſt, 
Thy broken Faith hath made the prey for Worm . 


K. Rich. The Time to come. 


Qucen. That thou haſt wronged in the time e er- paſt, 


For I my ſelf have many Tears to waſh 8 
Hereafter Time, for time-paſt, wrong'd by thee. 


The Children live, whoſe Fathers thou haſt butcher'd, 


Ungovern'd Youth, to wail it with their Age. 
The Parents live, whoſe Children thou haſt butcher'd, 
Old barren Plants, to wail it with their Ape. 
Swear not by Time to come, for that thou haſt 
Miſus'd ere us'd, by times ill- us'd o'er-paſt. 
X. Rich. As J intend to prolper, aud repent; 

So thrive J in my dangerous Affairs | 

Ok hoſtile Arms; My felf, my ſelf confound, 
Heaven and Fortune bar me happy Hours, 

Day yield me nat thy Light, nor Night thy Reſt, 
Be oppoſite all Planets of good Luck : 
To my proceeding, if with dear Hearts Love, 


J ten»: 


—— —m—— — —  — —_— 


In her conſiſts my Happineſs and thine; 
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J tender not the beautious Princely Daughter. 


Without her, follows to myſelf and thee, 


Herſelf, the Land, and many Chriſtian Soul, 


Death, Deſolation, Ruin and Decay: 

It cannot be avoided, but by this; 

It will not be avoided, but by this: 
Therefore, dear Mother, I muſt call you ſo, 
Be the Attorney of my Love to her t 

Plead what I will be, not what I have been; 
Not my Deſires, but what I will deſerve: _ 
Urge the neceſſity and and ffate of Times; 
And be not peeviſh found in great Deſigns. 

Queen. Shall I be tempted of the Devil thus? 

K. Rich. Ay, if the Devil tempt you to do good, 

Queen. Shall J forget myſelf to be mytelf? 

K. Rich. Ay, if yourſell's remembrance wrong your'e!t 

Queen. Yet thou didſt kill my Children. 

K. Rich. But in your Daughter's Womb I bury them 
Where in that neſt of Spicery they will breed 
Selves of themſelves to your Recomforture. 

Queen. Shall I go win my Daughter to thy Will? 

K. Rich. And be a happy Mother by thy Deed, 


Queen. I go, write to me very ſhortly, 


And you ſhall underſtand from me her mind. (Zx. Qu. 


K. Rich. Bear her my true Love's kiſe, and fo farewe!l -- 
Relenting Fool, and ſhallow-changing Woman. 


How now, what News? 


| Enter Ratcliff. 
Rat. Moſt mighty Sovereign, on the Weſtern Coaſt 
Rides a puiſſant Navy: To our Shores 
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted Friends, 
Unarm'd, and unreſolv'd to beat them back. 
*T'is thought that Richmond is their Admiral : 


And there they hull, expecting but the aid 
Of Buckingham, to welceme them aſhore. 


K. Rich. Some light. foot Friend poſt to the Duke of Nor- 
Ratcli f, thyſelf, or Catesby; where is ge; % 

Cat. Here, my good Lord. | 

K. Rich. Catesby, fly to the Duke. 

Cat. I will, my Lord, with all convenient hafle. 
K. Rich. Ratchf,, come hither, poſt to Salis bm. 


— — 
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When thou comeſt thither---Dull unmindful Villain, 
(To Catesby. 
Why ſtay'ſt thou here, and go'ſt not to the Duke? 

Cat. Firſt, mighty Liege, tell me your Highneſs . | 
What from your Grace I ſhall deliver to him. 

K. Rich. O true, good Catesby----bid him levy ſtrait 
The greateſt Strength and Power that he can make, 
And meet me ſuddenly at Salisbury. 

Cat. I go. . 

Rat. What, may it pleaſe you ſhall J do at Salisbury? 

K. Rich. Why, what would'ſt thou do there before I go? 

Rat. Your Highneſs told me- ſhould poſt before. 

K. Rich. My Mind is chang'd--- 

Enter Lord Stanley.“ 
Stauley, what News with you ? 

Stan. None, good my Liege, to pleaſe you with the 
Nor none ſo bad, but well may be reported. (hearing, 

K. Rich. Hoyday, a Riddle, neither good nor bad: 
What need'ſt thou run ſo many Miles about, 


When thou may'it tell thy Tale the neareſt way? 


Once more, what News? 
Stan. Richmond is on the Seas. 
K. Rich. There let him fink, and be the Seb on him, | 
White-liver'd Run-a-gate, what doth he there? 
Stan. I know not, mightv Sovereign, but by guels. 
K. Rich. Well, as yo guels. 
Stan. Stirr'd up by Dor (et, Buckingham and Merton. 
He makes for E gland, here to claim the Crown. 
K. Rich. Is the Chair empty ? is the Sword unſwayed? 


Is the King dead? the Empire unpoſſeſs' d? 


What Heir of 154 is there alive but we? 
And who is England's King, but great York's Heir? 
Then tell me, what makes he upon the Seas? 

Stan. Unleſs for that, my Liege, 1 cannot gueſs, 

K. Rich, Unleſs for that he comes to be your Liege. 
You cannot guoſs 1 herefore the Ye/chman comes. 
Tudu wilt revolt, and. fly to him, I fear. 

Stan, No, my good Lord. therefore miſtruſt me not. 


K. Rich. Where is thy Power then tobeat him back? ö 


Where be thy Tenants, and thy Followers? 
Are they not now upon "the Weſtern Shore, 


Tate conducting the Rebels from their * of 
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Stan. No, my good Lord, my Friends are in the North. 
K. Rich. Cold Friends to me: what do they in the North, 
When they ſhould ſerve their Sovereign in the Well ? 
Stan. They have not been commanded, mighty King; 
Pleaſeth your! Majeſty to give meleave, 
J'il muſter up my F riends, and meet your Grace, 
Where, and what time your Majeity ſhall pleaſe. 
| K. Rich. Ay, thou would'ſt be gone, to join with Rich- 
hut Pll not truſt thee. [ mond : 
f Stan. Moſt mighty Sovereign, 
You have no cauſe to hold my Friendſhip doubtful, 
] never was, nor never will be falſe. 
K. Rich. Go then, and muſter Men; but leave behind 
Your Son- George Stanley: Look your Heart be firm, 
Or elſe his Head's aſſurance is but frail. 
Stan. So deal with him, as ] prove true to you. 
[ Exit, aner. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſ. My gracious Sovereign, now in De: vonſtire, 
As I by Friends am well advertiſed, 
| vir Edward Courtney, and the haughty Prelate, 
| Biſhop of Exeter, his elder Brother, 
Wich many more Confederates are in Arms. 
Enter another Meſſenger, 
Ate. Tn Kent, my Liege, the Guild/ords are in Arms, 
And every hour Competitor, 
Flock tothe Rebels, and their Power grows ſtrong. 
Enter another Meſſenger, 
ef. My Lord, the Army of great Buckingham 
K. Rich. Out on ye, Owls, nogung but Songs of De: ith, 


There take thou that, *cill thou bring better News. 
| Aeſ. The News I have totell your Majeſty, 
Is, that by ſudden Floods, and fall of Waters, 
Buc (ingham's Army is diſperſed and ſcatter'd, 
And he himſelf wandred away alone, 
No Man knows whither. 
| X. Richard. I cry thee Mercy; 
There is my Puiſe, to cure that Blow of thine, 
It Flath any well adviſed Friend proclaim'd. 

| Exward to him that brings the Traitor in? 


Me,, 


[Ho flrikes him. 
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Me. Such Proclamation hath been made, my Lord. 
Enter another Meſſenger. 

Meſ. Sir Thomas Lovel, and Lord Marqueſs Dorſet, 
'Tis ſaid, my Liege, in Yorkfrre are in Arms; 

But this good comfort bring I to your Highneſs, 
The Britain Dry is diſperſed by Tempeſt. 

| Richmond in Dor/ct/hire ſent out a Boat 

Un:o the Shore, to asl: thoſe on the Banks, 

it they were his Aſſiſtants, yea, or no? 

Who anſwer'd him, they came from Buckingham: 
Upon his Party; he miltruſting them, 

Hois'd Sail, EY made his Courſe again for Britain. 
, Rich. March on. march on, ſince we are up in Arms, 
If not to fight with Foreign Enemies. 
| Yet to beat down theſe Rebels here at Home. 

Enter Catesby, 
Cateſ. My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 


That is the beſt News ; that the Earl of. Richmond 0 


Is with a mighty Power landed at Misſord, 
Is colder News, but yet it mult be told. | 
K. Rich. Away towards Salisbury; while we reaſon 


Royal Battle might be won and lot : : (here, 
| Tome one take order that Buckingham be brought 
I Salisbury, the reſt march on with me. DEæeunt. 
SCENE IV. 


Enter Derby and$: r Chriſtopher, 


Derby. Sir CHriſtopher, tell Richmond this from mes. 

That inthe Sty of the moſt deadly Boar, 

i \ Son (e5rge Stanley is frankt up in hold: 

LU revelt, © of goes young (George's Head, 

he fear of that holds off my preſent Aid. | 

do get thee gone; commend me to thy Lord. ö 

ö Wichal ſay, that the (Queen hath heartily conſented l 

N 4s ſhow, e! pouſe F/zabeth her Daughter. | ( 

But t: 2 me, where is Princely Richmond now? | , 

"WON At He: LY 70 Or at Ileriſ ord Welt 1 In Wales. | 

Derby V hat len of Name reſort o him.? | | « 124 
tbrif. Sir Mliter Het br 77, 2 renowned Soldier, | 

Sir fern Taihst, Sir Milian Stanley, 


Oxf3rg;, 
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And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant Crew, 
And many other of great Name and Worth : 
And towards London do they bend their Power, 
Tf by the way they be not fought withal. 0 
Der. Well, hye, thee tomy Lord : I kiſs his Hand, 
My Letter will reſolve him of my Mind. 
Farewell, [Excunt, 


A n te tte ir te te 4h te tee . & ir: ir n te tee St 
. 
uur the Sheriff, and Buckingham, avirh Halberd, l 


to Execution. 


Back, ILL not K, Richard let me ſpeak with him, 
Sh. No, good my Lord, therefore be patient. 
Buck, Haſtings and Edward's Children, Gray and Rzwer;,. 
Holy King Henry, and thy fair Son Edward, 
Vaug ban, and all that have miſcarried 
By under- hand corrupted foul Injuſtice, 
If that your moody diſcontented Souls, 
Do through the Clouds behold this preſent Hour, 
Even for Revenge mock my Deſtruction. 
This is All. Soul. Day, Fellow, is it not ? 
Sher. It is. 3 
Buck, Why then All. Soul Day is my Body's Doomſday. 
This is the Day, which in King Edward's Time 
I 'wiſht might fall on me, when | was found 
Falſe to his Children, and his Wife's Allies. 
This is the Day wherein I wiſht to fall 
By the fal e Faith of him whom moſt I truſted, 
This, this All- Souls Day to my fearful Soul, 
Is the determined Reſpite of my Wrongs: 
That high All-ſeer, which I dallied with, 
Hath tuned my feigned Pra) er on my Head, 
And given me in earneſt, what I begg'd in jeſt, 
Thus doth he force the Sword: of wicked Men 
To turn their own Points in their Maſters Boſoms. 
Thus Margaret's Curſe falls keavy on my Neck: 


Vie 1 


en 
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When he, quoth ſhe, will ſplit thy Heart with Sorrow, 

Remember Margaret was a Prophetefs : 1 

Come lead me Officers to the Block of Shame, 

Wrong hath but Wrong, and blame the due of Blame. 
[Exeunt Buckingham awith Officers, 


SCENE. II. 


Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and others, 
with Drums and Colours. 

Richm. Fellows in Arms, and my moſt loving Friends, 
Bruis'd underneath the Yoak of Tyranny, 
Thus far into the Bowels of the Land, 

Have we marcht on without Impediment ; 

And here receive we from our Father Stanley, 
Lines of fair Comfort and Encouragement: 

The wretched, bloody and uſurping Boor, 

That ſpoil'd our Summer-Fields, and fruitful Vines, 
Swills your warm Blood likeWaſh,and makes hisTrough 


In your embowell'd Boſoms: This foul Swine 


Is now even in the Center of this Iſle, 


Near to the Town of Leicefter, as we learn : 


From Ta mavorth thither is but one Day's march. 
In God's Name cheerly on, couragious Friends, 
To reap the Harveſt of perpetual Peace, 
By this one bloody trial of ſharp War. | 
O. Every Man's Conſcience is a thouſand Men, 
To fight againſt this guilty Homicide. 
Herb. 1 doubt not but his Friends will will turn to us 
Blunt. He hathno Friends, but what are Friends for fear, 


Which in his deareſt need will fly from him. 
 Rechm. All for our vantage, then in God's Name marc! 


Ty 
True hope 1s ſwift, and flies with Swallow's Wings, : 


Kings it make Godss, and meaner Creatures Kings. 
_ [ Execunt, 


Enter King Richard in Arms, ærith Norfolk, Ratclif, 
and the Earl of Surrey. 
K. Rich. Here pitch your Tent, even here in Boſworth 
My Lord of Surrey, why look you fo ſad Feld. 
Sur. My Heart is ten i mes lighter than my Looks. 
5 K Rich. 
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| K. Rich. My Lord of Norfo/8. 


Nor. Here, moſt gracious Liege, / 
K. Rich. Norfolk, we muſt have knocks: 

Ha. muſt we not? _ - C 
Nor. We mult both give and take, my loving Lord, = 
K. Rich. Up with my Tent, here will I lie to Night, Ir 


But where to Morrow ?----well all's one for that. 
Who hath deſcry'd the number of the Traitors ? 
Nor. Six or ſeven thouſand is their utmoſt Power, 
K. Rich. Why our Battalia trebles that account : 
Beſides, the King's Name is a Tower of Strength, 
Which they upon the adverſe Faction want. 
Up with the Tent: Come, Noble Gentlemen, 
Let us ſurvey the vantage of the ground. 
Call for ſome Men of ſound Direction: 
Let's lack no Diſcipline, make no delay, 


For, Lord's, to Morrow is a buſy Da). [EExcunt. 
Enter Richmond, Sir William Brandon, Oxford, and 
Dorſet. 


Richm. The weary Sun hath made a Golden ſet, 
And by the bright Traci of his fiery Car, 
Gives token of a goodly Day to Morrow. _ 
Sir William Brandon, you ſhall bear my Standard : 
Give me ſome Ink and Paper in my Tent; 

I'll draw the Form and Mcdel of cur Battle, 

| Limit each Leader to his ſeverai Charge, 

| And part in juſt proportion our ſmall Power, 

; My Lord of Oxford, you Sir Milliam Brandon, 

| And you Sir William Herbert Ray with me; 

| The Earl of Pembroke keeps his Regimen: 3. 

| Good Captain Blunt, bear my good Night to him, 
And by the ſecond Hour in the Morning, _ 

| Deſtre the Earl to ſee me in my Tent. 

1 

| 

| 

| 

| 


Yet one thing more, good Captain, do for me: 
Where is Lord Stanley quartered, do you know? 

Blunt. Unleſs I have miſta'en his Colours much, 
I {which well Jam aſſur'd I have not donc) 
His Regiment lies, half a Mile at leaſt, 
South from the mighty Power of the King, 

Richi. If without Peril it be poſſible, 

Sweet Blunt, make ſome good means to ſpeak with kim, 
Aud give him from me this mo!t needtul. Note. 


Blunt. 
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Blunt. Upon myſelf, my Lord, T'll undertake it: 
And fo God give you quiet reſt to Night. 


Richm. Good Night, good Captain Blunt. 
Come, Gentlemen, 


Let us conſult upon to-Morrow's Buſineſs ; 
Into my "Tent, the Dew is raw and cold, 


[ T hey auithdraw into the Tent, 
Fnter King Richard, Ratcliff, Norfolk and Catesby. 
K. Rich. What is't a Clock ? 


Cat. It's Supper time, my Lord, it's nine a Clock, 
K. Rich. I will not Sup to Night. 


Give me ſome Ink and Paper : 
What, is my Beaver eaſier than it was? 


And all my Armour laid into my Tent ? 
Cat. It is, my 


Feige; and all things are in readineſs. 
K. Rich. Good N 


Norfolk hye thee to thy Charge, 
Vie careful Watch, chuſe truſty Centinels. 


Nor, I go, my Lord. 


5 Lich. Stir with the Lark to- Morrow, gentle Norfolk. 


Mr, T warrant you, my Lord. e 
x. Rich. Ratcliff. 


Rat, My Lord. 


k. Rich. Send out a Parſuivant at Armes 
o Stanley's Regiment; bid him bring his Power 


tore Sun-riſing, left his Son George tall 
nto the blind Cave of eternal Night. 


il me a Bowl of Wine; give me a Watch : 
dle white Surrey for the Field to-morrow : 


wk that my Staves be pound, and not too heavy. 
2 — | 


Rat, My Lord ? 


Ri. Saw? lt thou the melancholy Lord No rthumberland. 
Rat. Thomas the Karl of Surrey and himſelf, 


vl about Cock-ſhut time, from "Troop to Troop 
It through the Army, che eering up the Soldiers. 


L. Rich, Jo- --I am ſatished; give me a-Bowl of Wine. 
we not that alacrity of Spirit, 


F cheer. of Mind that I was wont to have. 


t down, Is Ink and Paper ready: 
lat. It is, my Lord. 


Rich, Bid my Guard TH. Leave me. 


Rat, 
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Ratzchif, about the mid of Night come to my Tent. 

And help to Arm me. Leave me, I fay, [Exit Ratcliff. 
\ Enter Derby to Richmond 1 Vis Tent. 
Derby, Fortune and Victory fit on thy Helm. 
Rich. All comfort that the dark Night can afford, 

Be to thy Perſen, noble Father- in Law, 

Tell me, how fares our noble Mother? ETD 

Derby. I, by Attorney, bleſs thee from thy Mother, 

Who prays continually for Richmond”s good: 

So much for that. The ſitent Hours ſteal on, 

And flaky Darkneſs break: within the Eaſt. 

In brief, for ſo the Seaſon bids us be, | 

Prepare thy Battle early in the Morning, 

And put thy Fortune to the Arbitrement 

Ot bloody Stroaks, and moral flaring War: 

1, as I may, (that which I would, 1 c>nnot) 

With beſt advantage will deceive the time, 

And aid thee in this doubtful ſhock of Arms. 

But on thy fide I may not be too forward, 

Leſt being ſeen thy Brother, tender George 


Be executed in his Father's Sight = | I 
Farewel ; the leiſure, and the fearſul time P, 
Cuts off the ceremonious Vows of Love, S T 
And ample enterchange of ſweet Diſcourſe, _ A; 
Which ſo long ſundred Friends ſhould dwell upon : T} 
God give us leiſure for theſe rites of Love. Th 
Once more Adieu, be valiant, and ſpeed well. Go 
Richm. Gocd Lords, conduct him to his Regiment: 9 


III ſtrive, with troubled Noiſe, to take a Nap, 

Leſt leaden ſlumbers poize me down to Morrow, 

When I ſhould mount with Wings of Victory. 

Once more, good Night, kind Lords and Gentlemen. 
1 Erxeunt, Manent Rich mond 

O thou, whoſe Captain J account my ſelf, 

Look on my Forces with a gracious Eye: 


Put in their Hands thy bruifing Irons of wrath, Let 
That they may c uſh down, with a heavy fall, 4 
Th' uſurping Helmeis of our Adverſaries. Ang 
Make us thy Miniſters of Chaſtiſement, Wit! 


That we miy praiſe thee in thy Victory: 

To thee I do commend my watchful Soul, 
Ere I let fall the Windows of mine Eyes: DE 
| | dice 


rend 


men. 
mond 


Doth comfort 
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Sleeping, and Walking, oh defend me ſtill, [Sleeps, 
Enter the Ghoſt of Prince Edward, Son to Henry the fixth. 

Ghoſt. Let me fit heavy on thy Soul to-morrow : 

| Io K. Rich. 
Think how thou ſtabb'dſt me in the prime of Youth _ 
At Tewkſbury ; deſpair therefore and die. 
Be chearful, Richmond, for the wronged Souls (Jo Richm 
Of butcher'd Princes fight in thy behalf : 
King Henry's iſſue, Richmond, comforts thee. 
Enter the Ghoſt of Henry the Sixth. 
Ghoſt, When I was mortal, my anointed Body 


| (To K. Rich. 
By thee was punched full of holes: 


Think on the Tower, and me, deſpair and die. 


Henry the Sixth bids thee deſpair, and die. | 
Virtuous and holy, be thou Conqueror. (To Richm. 
Harry, that ap 5 thou ſhould'ſt be King, 
thee in ſleep ; live thou and flouriſh, 
Entir the Ghoſt of Clarence, | 
Ghoſt, Let me fit heavy on thy Soul to-morrow 3 


(To K. Rich. 


1 that was waſh'd to death in Fulſom Wine, 


Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray'd to death: 
To- morrow in the Battle think on me, 
And fall thy edgleſs Sword; deſpair and die. 
Thou Off. ſpring of the Houſe of Lancafler (To Richm. 
The wronged Heirs of 7774 do pray for thee, 
Good Angels guard thy Battle, live and flouriſh, 
Enter the Ghoſts of Rivers, Gray, and Vaughan. 
Riv. Let me fit heavy on thy Soul to-morrow, 
EE (To K. Rich. 
Rivers, that dy'd at Pomfret: Deſpair and die. 
Gray. Think upon Gray, and let thy Soul deſpair. 


. ; | ( To K. Rich. 
Vaugh. Think upon Vaughan, and with guilty fear 
5 N NK. ch. 
Let fall thy Launce, deſpair and die. 
All. Awake, (To Richm. 


And think our wrongs in Richard's Boſom 
Will conquer, Awake, and win the Day. 


Euer 
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Now fills thy Sleep. with perturbations, _ 


The laſt was I, that felt thy Tyranny. 
Dream on, dream on, of bloody Deeds and Death, 
But cheer thy Heart, and be thou not. diſmay'd : 


| Have mercy, Feſu---Soft, I did but dream. 
O coward Conſcience ! how doſt thou aMi& me ? 


Enter the Ghoſt of Lord Haſtings. 
Go. Bloody and Guiity ; guilty, awake; [To K Ri. 
And in a bloody Battle end thy Days, 


Think on Lord Haſtings ; deſpair and die. 


Quiet untroubled Soul, awake, awake. [To Richm, 
Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair Exgland's take. 
Enter the Ghoſts of the two young Princes. 
G. Dream on thy Couſins ſmother'd in the Tower, 
8 ien. 
Let us be laid Within thy Boſom, Richard, 
An] weigh thee don to ruin, ſhame and death. 
Thy Nephews Souls bid thee diſpair and die, 
Sleep Richmond, ſleep in Peace, and wake in Joy, 
3 42 Ricki, 
Good Angels guard thee from the Boar's annoy, 
Live, and beget a happy race of Kings. 
Edward's unhappy Sons do bid thee flouriſh. 
© Fnter the Gheſl of Anne his Wife. 
Gho. Richard, thy Wife, that wretched Anne thy Wife, 
That never ſlept a quiet Hour with'thee, [To K. Rick, 


'Fo marrow in the Battle think on me, 
And fall thy edgleſs Sword, deſpair and die. 


Thou quiet Scul, ſleep thou a quiet Sleep: [ Rickn, 
Dream of Succeſs, aud happy Victory, 


Thy Adverſaries Wife doth pray for thee. 
Enter the Ghoſt of Buckingham. 
_ Ghoſt. The firſt was I, that help'd thee to the Crown. 
Ps. [To K. Rich. 


O, in the Battle think on Buckingham, 
And die in terror of thy Guiltineſs. 


Fainting deſpair; deſpairing yield thy Breath. 
I dy'd for hope, ere I could lend thee Aid; [To Rich, 


God and good Angels fight on Richmond's fide, 
And Richard fallin height ofall his Pride. (The hoſts va 
[I King Richard farts out of bis Dream 

K. Rich. Olive me another Horſe, bind up my Wounds 


The Lights burn blue----Is it not dead Midnight? — 


% I 3 4 
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Then fly----what from myſelf ? Greatreafon 3 ; why? 


.Alack, I love myſelf. Wherefore? For any good 
That I myſelf have done unto myſelf ? 


For hateful Deeds committed by my (elf. 


Richm. 
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| 
Cold fearful Drops ſtand on my trembling Fleſh : | 
What? do I fear myſelf? There's none elſe by, | 
Richard loves Richard, that is, Iam I. 
Is there a Murtherer here? No; Yes, I am: 


Leſt I revenge. What? myſelf upon myſelf ? 


O no. Alas, I rather hate myſelf, 
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I am a Villain; yet I lie, T am not. 

Fool, of thyſelf ſpeak well---Fool do not flatter. 
My Conicience hath a thouſand ſeveral "Tongues, 
And every Tongue brings in a ſeveral Tale, 
And every Tale condemns me for a 3 


Perjury in the high'ſt degree, 


Murther, ſtern Murther in the dir'ſt degree, 
All ſeveral Sins, all us'd in each degree, 


Throng a'l to the Bar, crying all, Guilty, guilty. 


I ſhall deſpair, there is no Creature loves me. 
And if I die, no Soul ſhall pity me. 


Nay, wherefore ſhould they ? fince that I myſelf 
Find in myſelf no pity to myſelf. 

| Methought, the Souls of all that 1 had murther'd 
Came to my Tent, and every one did thieat 


To morrows Vengeance on the head of Richard,” 


Enter Ratcliff. 
Rat. My Lord. | | 
K. Rich. Who's there? 
Rat. Ratclif, my Lord, *tisI ; the early Village Cock ks 
Have twice done Salutation to the Morn ; 
Your Friends are up, and buckle on their Armour. 
K. Rich. © RatchF, I fear, I fear--- | 
Rat. Nay, good my Lord, be not afraid of Shadows. 
K. Rich. By the Apoſtle Paul, Shadows to night 


Have ſtruck more terror ta the Soul of Richard, 


Than can the ſubſtance of ten thouſand Soldiers 

Armed in Proof, and led by ſhallow Richmond. 

"Tis not yet near Day. Come, go with me. 

Under our Tents; T'll play the Kaves dropper, 

To hear if any mean to ſhrink from me. 

[Exeunt K. Richard a Ratcliff, | | 
Kao 4 j 
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Enter the Lord to Richmond fitting in his Tent. 


Lords. Good morrow, Ric mond. 

Richm. Cry you mercy, Lords, and watchful Gentle- 

That you have ta'ena tardy Sluggard here, [men, 

Lords. How have you ſlept, my Lord? 

Richm. The ſweeteſt Sleep, and faireſt boading Dreams, 
That ever entered in a drowiy Head, 
Have I ſince your departure had my Lords. | 
Methought their Souls, whoſe Bodies Richard murther'd, 
Came to my Tent, and cried on Victory. 

I promiſe you my Heart is very jocund, 
In the remembrance of fo fair a Dream. 
How far into the Morning is it, Lords? 

Lords. Upon the ftroak of four. red 

Richm Why then'tistime to Arm, and give direction. 
More than I have ſaid, loving Country men, 

The leiſure and enforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell upon ; yet remember this, 


i God, and our good Cauſe. fight upon our ſide, 


The Prayers of holy Saints, and wronged Souls, 
Like high rear'd Bulwarks, ſtand betore our Faces, 
Richard except, thoſe whom we fight againſt, 
Had rather have us win, than him they follow, 

For, what is he they follow ? Truly Gentlemen, 

A bloody Tyrant, and a Homicide : 
One rais'd in Blood, and one in Blood eftabliſh'd ; 
One that made means to come by what he hath, 


And ſlaughter'd thoſe that were the means to help him; 


A baſe foul Stone, made precious by the foil 

Of England's Chair, where he is falſely ſet. 

One that hath ever been God's Enemy ; 

Then if you fight againſt God's Enemy, 

God will in juſtice ward you as his Soldiers. 

If you do ſwear to put a Tyrant down, 

You fleep in Peace, the Tyrant being ſlain : 

If you do fight againſt your Countries Foes, 

Your Countries Fat ſhall pay your pains the hire. 

If you do fight in fafeguard of your Wives, 

I Your Wives ſhall welcome home the Conquerors. 

[if If you do free your Children from the Sword, * 
AY SW TOY | our 
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Your Childrens Children quits it in your Age. 
Then in the Name of God and al! theſe rights, 
Advance your Standards, draw your wi' ling Swords, 
For me, the ranſom of my bold attempt, 

Shall be this cold Corps on the Earth's cold face, 
But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt, 

The leaſt of you ſhall ſhare his part thereof. 
Sound Drums and "Trumpets boldly, and chearſully, 
God, and Saint George, Richmond, and Victory 

Enter King Richard, Ratcliff, and Catesby. 

K. Rich. What ſaid Northumberland, as touching 
Richmond? 

Rat. That he was never trained up in Arms. 

K. Rich. He faid the truth; and what ſaid Surrey then ? 
Rat. He ſmil'd and ſaid, the better for our purpoſe. 

K. Rich. He was in the right, and ſo indeed it is. 
Tell the Clock there. [ Clocks ſtrikes, 
Give me a Kalender who ſaw the Sun to Day ? 

Rat. Not I, my Lord. 

L. Rich. Then he diſdains to ſhine ; for, by the Book. 
He ſhould have brav'd the Eaſt an Hour — 
A black Day it will be to ſome W Ratci 7108 
Rat. My Lord. 

1 Rich. The Sun will not be ſeen to day ; 
The Sky doth frown and lowre upon our Army 
I would theſe dewy Tears were from the Ground 
Not ſhine to Day ? why what is that to me 
More than to Richmond! for the ſelf-lame Heaven 
That frowns on me, looks ſadly upon him, 

Enter Norfolk. 

Norf. Arm, arm, my Lord, the Foe vaunts in the Field. 

K. Rich. Come, buſtle, buſtle --- Capariſon my Horſe. 
Call up Lord Stanley, bid him bring his Power, 

I will lead forth my Soldiers to the Plain, 
And thus my Battle ſhall be ordered, 

My Foreward ſhall be drawn in length, 
Conſiſting equally of Horſe and Foot : 

Our Archers ſhall be placed in the midſt ; 
Jobn Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Earl of Su reyy 
* have the leading of the Foot and Horſe. 
thus directed, we will follow 


e main Battle, whoſe * on either ſide 
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Shall be well wing'd with our chiefeſt Horſe : 

This, and St. George to boot, What think thou, Norfo/4 ? 
Nor. A good Direction, warlike Sovereign. 

This found 1 on my Tent this Morning. [Givizg a Scrow!. 


Jocky of Norfolk, be not /o Bold, Reads. 
For Dickon thy Maſter is bought and ſold. 


K. Rich. A thing deviſed by the Enemy, 
Go Gentlemen, every Man to his Charge, 
Let not our babling Dreams affright our Souls, 
For Conſcience is a Word that Cowards uſe, 
Devis'd at firſt to keep the ſtrong in awe, 
Our ſtrong Arms bez our Conſcience, Swords our Law. 
March on, join bravely, let us to't pell mell, 
If not to Heav'n, then hand in hand to Hell. 
What ſhall I ſay more than I have inferr'd ? 
Remember whom you are to cope withal, 
A ſort of Vagavonds, Raſcals, Run aways, 

A ſcum of Britains, and baſe Lackey-Peaſants, 
Whom their oer cloyed Country vomits forth 
To deſperate Adventures, and aſſur'd Deſtruction. 
You fleeping fate, they bring you to unreſt: 


You having Lands, and bleit with beauteous Wives, k 
They would reſtrain the one, diſtain the other 16 
And who doth lead them, but a paltry Fellow ? K 
Long kept in Britain at our Mother's Coſt, And 
A milk ſop, one that never in his Life 5 I thi 
Felt fo much Cold, as over Shooes in Snow Five 
Let's whip theſe Stragglers o'er the Seas again, Ban 
Laſh hence theſe over-weening Rags of France. 
Theſe famiſh'd Beggers, weary of their Lives, 447. 


Who, but for dreaming on this fond Exploit, 

For want of means, poor Rats, had hang'd themſelves. 
It we be conquer'd, let Men conquer us, 

And not thoſe Baſtard Britains, whom our Fathers 
Have in their own Land beaten, bobb'd and thump'd, 
And on Record, left: them the Heirs of Shame. 

Shall theſe enjoy. our Lands? lie with our Wives? 
Raviſh our j/2ughters:? _ [Drum afar of, 
Hark, I hear their Drum, SN. „„ 
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by 
Right Gentlemen of England, fight boldly, Veomen, 
Draw, Archers, draw your Arrows to the Head. 
Spur your proud Hories hard, and ride in Blood, 
Amaze the Welkin with your broken Staves, 
Enter a Meſſenger. 

What ſays Lord Stanley. will he bring his Power? 

Me. My Lord, he doth deny to come. 

K. Rich, Off with his Son George's Head. | 

Nor. My Lord, the Enemy is pait the Marſh 5 
After the Battle let George Stanley die. 
K. Rich. A thouſand Hearts are great within my 


Advance our Standards, ſet upon our Foes, (Boſom 
Our ancient word of Courage fair St. George, 

Inſpire us with the Spleen of fiery Dragons: : 

Upon them, Victory fits on our Helms. [ Exeunt. 


| Alarum, Excurſions. Enter Catesby. 

Cateſ. Reicue, my Lord of Noroli, Reſcue, Reſcue: 
The King enacts more Wonders than a Man, | 
Daring an Oppoſite to every Danger : 

His Horſe is ſlain, and all on foot he fights, 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of Death 

Reſcue, fair Lord, or elſe the Pay is loſt. | 
Alarum. Enter King Richard, | 

K. Rich. A Horſe, a Horſe, my Kingdom for a Horſe. 

Cate}. Withdraw, my Lord, I'll help you to a Horle, 

K, Rich. Slave, I have ſet my Life upon a caſt, 

And I will ſtand the hazard of the Die: 
[ think there be ſix Richmond: in the Field, 
Five have I ſlain to Day, inſtead of him. | 
A Horſe, a Horſe, my Kingdom for a Horſe. 


dlarums, Enter King Richard and Richmond, they 
, Richard ze Hain. | 


Retreat, and Flouriſh. Enter Richmond, Derby bear- 
ing the Crawn, with divers other Lords. | 


Richm. God and your Arms be prais'd, Victorious 
Wc Day is ours, the bloody Dog is dead, [ Friends; 


F. Derby. Couragious Richmond, well haſt thou acquit 
| Lo, here theſe long uſurped Royalties, © I[thee : 
tom the dead Jemples of this bloody Wretch, 

cht | Te 


Have 


— 
” — 
Li 


— 


With ſmiling Plenty, and fair proſperous Days. 
Abate the edge of Traitors, Gracious Lord, 
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Have I pluckt off, to grace thy Brows withal, 
Wear it, and make ule of it. 

Richm. Great God of Heaven, ſay Amen to all. 
But tell me, is young George Stanley living ? 
Derby. He is my Lord, and ſafe in Leicefr Town; 

Whither, if you pleaſe, we may withdraw us. 
Richm. What men of Note are flain on either Side 
Derby. 7ohn Duke of Norfolk, Walter Lord Ferris, 

Sir Robert Brakenbury, and Sir William Barndon 

Richm, Inter their Bodies as becomes their Births, 

Proclaim a Pardon to the Soldiers fled, 

That in Submiſſion will return to us : 

And then as we have ta'en the Sacrament, 

We will unite the White Roſe, and the Red. 

Smile Heav'n upon this fair Conjunction, 

That long hath frown'd upon their Enmity : 

What Traitor hears me, and ſays not Amen? 

England hath long been mad, and ſcar'd her ſelf, 


The Brother blindly ſhed the Brother's Blood; 


The Father raſhly ſlaughter'd his own Son; 


The Sons, compell'd, been Butchers to the Sire: 
All this divided York and Lancaſter, 
Divided, in their dire Diviſion. _ 
O now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 
The true Succeeders of each Royal Houfe, 


By God's fair Ordinance, conjoin together: 
And let their Heirs, God, if thy Will be fo, 
Enrich the time to come, with ſmooth- fac'd Peace, 


That would reduce theſe bloody Days again, 
And make good England weep in ſtreams of Blood. 
Let them not live to taſte this Land's encreaſe, 


That would with Treaſon wound this fair Land's Peace. 


Now Civil Wounds are ſtopp'd, Peace lives again; 
That ſhe may long live here, God fay, Amen. [Exe 
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